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Add to Your 
Profits with 
Tailored Suits 
for Ladies! 


You can add many 
dollars to your earn- 


beautifully- 
Styled, fine quality 
made-to-measure suits 
and skirts for women. 
Many husbands sell 
suits to men, their 
wives sell suits and 
skirts to women... 
and the profits roll in! 
You can too! Outfit 
contains styles, prices, 
and simple instruc- 
tions. 








YOUR OWN SUITS 
WITHOUT 1¢ COST! 


Our plan makes it easy for 
you to get your own personal 
suits, topcoats, and over- 
coats without paying lc—in 
addition to your big cash 
earnings. Think of it! Not only 
do we start you on the road to 
making big money, but we also 
make it easy for you to get 
your own clothes without pay- 
ing one penny. No wonder 
thousands of men write en- 
thusiastic letters of thanks. 


Just Mail Coupon 


You don’t invest a penny of your 
money now or any time. You don’t 
pay money for samples, for outfits, 
or for your own suit under our re- 
markable plan. So do as other men 
have done—mail the coupon now. 
Don’t send a penny. Just send us 
the coupon. 











Men! Send for This Money. ; 
| Making Outfit FREES 






See How Easy 
It Is to Make 


“SQgoe 
IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more 
money in full or spare time... 
as much as $30.00 in a day? Then 
mail the coupon below for this BIG OUTFIT, sent you 
FREE, containing more than 100 fine quality fabrics, 
sensational values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, 
and overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, 
fellow-workers. Every man prefers better-fitting, bet- 
ter-looking made-to-measure clothes, and when you 
show the many beautiful, high quality fabrics—men- 
tion the low prices for made-to-measure fit and style 
—and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you take 
orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in 
advance on every order, and build up fine permanent 
income for yourself in spare or full time. 





No Experience Needed 


It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t 
need any experience to take orders. Everything is 
simply explained for you to cash in on this wonderful 
opportunity. Just mail this coupon now and we'll send 
you this big, valuable outfit filled with more than 100 fine 
fabrics and everything else you need to start. You'll say 
this is the greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush 
the coupon today! 


PIONEER TAILORING CO., Dept. J-1264 
Congress & Throop Sts., Chicago 7, Ill. 
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PIONEER TAILORING CO., Dept. J-1264 
Congress & Throop Sts., Chicago 7, Ill. 
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Dear Sir: l 
I WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO WEAR | 
AND SHOW, without paying 1c for it. Rush Valuable | 
| 

l 

| 

| 
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| 
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Suit Coupon and Sample Kit with actual fabrics ABSO- 
LUTELY FREE. 
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Men 4 Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 
works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 




















If you've been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 

with shining billows of 

long, lustrous hair you've 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 
our generous no risk offer. 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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RAVEEN bDept. 1-6 ' 
Money back guarantee 1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. ; 
: Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no r 
Try RAVEEN according to direc- risk offer. i 
tions. If not completely satisfied, re- (CO! enclose $1.20 (0 Send C.O.D. plus postage I 
turn unused portion of jar and full N 5 
° ° ° - ame. 

purchase price will be immediately i 
refunded. Address, i 
> City State. ; 
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Wear 


any bathing suit 
you please— 
any time you please 


ALL SUMMER LONG! 





[he answer is simple: change to Tampax® 
neernal sanitary protection. Tampax re- 
aires no belts, pins, pads, supports of any 
hind Tampax does away with chafing, 
irritation...is cool and comfortable at 
all times. ‘Tampax gives you freedom... 
reedom of motion, freedom of mind. 
You feel unembarrassed, socially secure 
Tampax even prevents odor from form- 
Carrying is convenient, changing is 
fast, disposal is easy. Don't let another 
ummer go by without Tampax! Get your 
hoice of 3 absorbencies (Regular, Super, 
inior) wherever drug products are sold. 
Tampax ecelpaioeal Palmer, Mass. 
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I'm going to name him 


Champ, Dad! 


| 





= people or products—names play a very 
important part in our everyday lives. 


Today, our standard of living is greatly enriched 
by our system of competing brand names. 


What do these names mean to you? A great deal, 
because they really make you—and every consumer 


—the boss. 


When a manufacturer proudly signs his name to his 
product, he knows that he has to win your faith in 


that name. 






Only through satisfying you, can he be sure that 
you will buy again — and again! 


That’s the main reason why manufacturers of 
branded and advertised products carry on continu- 
ous programs of research and product improvement. 
That’s why winning your favor is the full time job 
of thousands of scientists and testing engineers, and 
the sole purpose of laboratories and experimental 
plants in every division of industry where trade- 


marking is practiced. 


Yes, in the factories of the brand-makers, yours is the final word. Your 
free choice of branded products makes you the boss of the greatest 


manufacturing system in the world. 


INCORPORATED 
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# Black and White 
Vanishing Cream is the 
choice of beauty-wise 
women everywhere! Let it 
beautify your complexion. 
Greaseless (can’t cause 
blackheads), checks skin 
oiliness. Make-up looks 
fresher, skin feels softer! 





For @ creamy, non-drying lipstick 
that stays on and on, always look 
for the name Black and White. 





“Th e 
perfect make-up 
base to keep you 
fresh looking 

through the day” 
x xt 


“Demands on my time are 


too many for me to have to 
fuss with my make-up. So it 
was a joy to discover Black 
and White Vanishing Cream 
holds make-up on longer, 
keeps me fresh looking.” 


Mrs. Jane M. Brown 
Washington, D. C. 


Remove make-up with Black and White 
Cleansing Cream. Soften skin with Black 
ond White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 


BLACK 4xo WHITE- 


VANISHING CREAM 








DO YOU WANT RELIEF 


..- INEXPENSIVE 


classed as a permanent 


be taken in SECR 


iquor. May 
onderful ALCOREM eliminates desire for more 


GUARANT 
is recognized by 


Drunkenness ruins Health, Happi- 


Q 

Use ALCOREM, the amazing liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
ward ALL intoxicating drinks. Not 
“cure,” but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
e-., cycle and causes many to turn 
ET. A few drops of 


? 





EED Pure and Effective. Aversion 
Medical Authority. 


ct ‘ORE M comes ready to use—simple instructions in- 
d need not cause excessive time out from work or 


ial duties 


One happy ALCOR 


ional help we send 


EM user _ writes: 
F 


.E OD 
\ND HAD WONDERFUL RESULTS.” As an 


F REE! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM 


ems 


il Formula ape to 
Also FREE WEIGHT CHA 
i drinker to proper weight. 


help nervous and digestive 
RT to guide re- 


DO NOT DELAY e ORDER ALCOREM NOW 


\TISF AC TION OR 
, PINKIES, Weight Chest = ae wrepret 


0c in C.O.D 


[ ost nan $6.95 plus C.O.D. and postage. To S 
. and postage, send $6.95 with order. 


MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS - DEPT. K-20 


608 S. SeARSCaN ST. « 
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Red Hot LP Album! 
“LAFF OF THE PARTY" 
by Redd Foxx 

| Race Track, Jackasses, 

New Soap, etc. 
Vol. 2 Two Oars, Preacher's 
Bicycle, etc. 
Only $4.98 each, a c. O.D. 


Aduits Only der Now 


Vol. 


DOOTO, Dept. F, P. O. Box 72036, Los secs Calif. 
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shot or negative and re- 


postpaid, your enlargement on double-weight paper. 


ginal returned unharmed. Nothing else to pay. If beau- 


D.’s accepted on orders of 


fio 


tio 


desired add 

2 or more, plus C.O0.D. 
QUALITY Values 
New York 38, N. 


handeoloring is 


Satisfaction Guaranteed. 
29-F, 5 Beekman Street, 


30-F, 5 Beekman Street, 


50c for each can 


* 


ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 


Size 8 x 10 Inches Le 
on DOUBLE-WEIGHT Paper 6 
Same price for full length or bust 


form, groups, landscapes, pet ani- 
mals, etc., or enlargements of any 
part of a group picture, Original is 






returned with your enlargement. 


Send NoMoney 3 alae z 


Just mail photo, neentive Or sna 
te Fors © enlargement 

tdouble- swengnt | 
Pay po postman 67c plus é. 
—Oor seni ith order and we pay 
age. Take advantage of this amazing offer. ‘ond your anni today. 


Professional Art Studios, 544 S. Main, Dept. 57-G, Princeton, Illinols 








New York 38, N. Y. 


“LOVE ME ALWAYS”’ 


“LOVE TIME,”’ the alluring per- 
fume. delicately blended to linger 

° an irresistible 
suggesting eater a NG 
LOVE and ROMANCE. Men 
never tire of delicate perfume, 
as it conjures in them all the 
7 a Maat ENJOYMENT of LIFE and 
LOVE. “LOVE TIME” hints of a great many delights 
in a for you. A FEW DROPS AT A TIME IS ALL 
YOU NEED! MONEY BACK GUARANTEE! 
xLOVE TIME” must satisfy you in every way or your 
money returned at any time! FULL directions with 
every order. Only $2. “y with —— ($2.50 COD.) FREE 
GIFT © oe te ON WITH ORDER! 



















ME BEATRICE. DEPT. 512-K, 
SThin air= = 
NOW- 

<i RESTORES liveliness, body to 

thin, mistreated hair—at once! 

natural female hormones re- 

quired by woman's nag to stay young, attractive. Stim- 

— a ae A vessels in scalp, brings more blood to 

is 

fuller, heavier, longer, hold wave better. Gives wonder- 

ful highlights without greasiness. Drop directly into 

scalp. See thin, burnt, damaged hair—look younger, 
2 months supply. 

SEND NO MONEY—7 DAY TRIAL TEST 
Send name and address. Pay only $3.50 on arrival .—— 
satisfied with first results or return remaining HOR- 
MONEX SERUM for Hair and Scalp for money b 
Or save money. Send $3.85 which includes tax and we 


see HICKSVILLE RD. MASSAPEQUA, | N. %. 
Paige: SERUM 
Gives thin, burnt, brittle hair 
air roots! Helps hair look naturally 
healthier, heavier—or money back. Handy dropper bottle, 
C.0.D. tage and tax—on guarantee you must 
MITCHUM COMPANY. Dest. TR-6, Paris, 


Tennessee 
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A Lymon By Another Name 


To Louis Lymon fans: How come we don’t 
bother the editor to let Louis Lymon write an 
article in TAN? Are you going to let Frankie 
take all the credit? You've got to admit Louis 
is getting up there with Frankie. Frankie Ly. 
mon, Frankie Lymon. That’s all you hear. It’s 
about time you hear “Louis Lymon.” Don’t get 
me wrong, girls, I have nothing against Frank. 
ie, but I want Louis to have a chance, too. 

Lorraine Turner 
Buffalo, N. Y. 


Editor’s Note: So who is Louis Lymon? 


Happy Pen Pals 


First, | would like to thank you for publish- 
ing my Pen Pal letter in your November issue. 
It is very interesting hearing from people from 
all over the U. S. I’ve received almost 300 let- 
ters—289 to be exact. You have a wonderful 
magazine. In reading TAN, I really dig “Holly- 
wood To Harlem” the most and, of course, the 


Pen Pals page. 
Paul Vann, Jr. 
Magnolia, N. C, 


| enjoy reading your wonderful stories and 
also the poetry. I’ve written to quite a few 
people from your Pen Pals page and | am 
happy to say I have received replies. I think 
AN is a very nice magazine and I am one of 
your fans for as long as it is on the newsstands, 
Ida B. Harvey 

Chicago, II]. 


Helpful Story 


| am a girl 17 and enjoy TAN very much. I 
especially enjoyed “Starved For Love” in your 
February issue. I think all girls should read 
it so they won’t make the same mistake Lola 
did. It stopped me from making this mistake 
and as it helped me, it will help some other girl. 

Ruth M. 
Memphis, Tenn. 


Far Away Places 


I think the stories “Ashamed Of My Blood” 
and “Mother By Mistake” in your January is 
sue were hep and I’m hoping for some more 
like these. I’m also hoping you will not think 
Guatemala is too much of a far away country 
for my comment to appear in your column, 0 
that I will be lucky enough to bless my eyes 


on it. 
Lydia C, Sinclair 
Guatemala, C. A. 
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A Christian girl from Jamaica, age 24, seeks 
pen pals to write to her. Adventist preferable. 
letters are welcome from men of all ages. 

Doris Edwards 
20 Text Lane 
Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.I. 


We are a bunch of lonely guys here in Korea 
and are anxious to hear from girls all over the 
world. We are radio-teletype operators, with 
the Sixth Tank Battalion here. We will answer 
all letters and exchange photos upon request. 

Pfc. Robert L. Darby 
Pfc. Claude W. McBeth 
Pfc. Charles Williams 
Hq HQ & Sve. Co. 

6th Tk. Bn., APO 24 
San Francisco, Calif. 


I would like very much to become a member 
of your pen pal club and correspond with boys 
and girls all over the U. S. and other parts of 
the world. | am 5/10”, brown eyes, 169 lbs., 
black hair, dark brown complexion. I am a 
Jamaician and have been in the U. S. for four 
years. At present I am serving with the U. S. 
Air Force. My hobbies are baseball, movies, 
dancing, soccer, swimming and many other 
types of sports. I am a SWL shortwave radio 
listener and would also like to hear from short- 
wave radio listeners. All correspondence will 
be answered promptly and I’ll gladly exchange 


photos. 
A/3c Lester Davis 
2045th AACS Group 
Andrews Air Force Base 
Washington 25, D. C. 


I’m a very lonely girl, age 20, and would like 
to receive letters from young men, especially 
those in the service, between 20-37. Race 
doesn’t matter. I am 5’7”, 125 lbs.; 36-25-3744. 
Go to church every Sunday and love all sports; 
reading is my hobby. I will answer all letters 


faithfully. 
Jessie Bland 
1319 West 9th 
Dixon, Il. 


Ihave found much interest in your magazine, 
particularly the Pen Pal page, and would like 
to correspond with G.I.’s. I am 35 and would 
prefer those around that age. I am a matron at 
Bethlehem College, doing just the kind of work 
I like which includes my greatest interest, 
catering. I thank you in advance. 

Daphne Panchment 
Bethlehem College 
Malvern P.O. 
Jamaica, B.W.I. 


Tam French and 23 years old. I would 
like to have Negro friends—boys or girls. I am 
interested in poetry, literature, and painting 
and have written several books of poetry. 
think in making friends with a race which is 
not mine but that I like as if it were mine, I 
will be doing something for the complete 
equality of the black and the white. I write 
ish, Spanish and Portuguese. 
Philippe Crocq 
9, Rue de Luynes 
Paris 7, France 





PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. 


Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier! ) 


Will some young ladies please end my lone- 
liness by writing, especially those in the age 
group of 22-30? I am 29, 165 lbs., 6’, brown 
eyes, high school graduate, single and disen- 
gaged. Thanks in advance very much. 

Charles Robinson 
1429 Prospect Ave. 
Bronx, N. Y. 


P.S. Publish this before I jump from the 
Empire State Building. Please. 


I am a new reader of TAN. It impressed me 
very much indeed and I would like to have 
Yankee TAN readers for pen pals. I am 18 and 
indulge in sports, exchange of magazines and 
mostly music. I should be very grateful if you 
would publish my name as one in need of pen 


pals. 
A. M. Danker 
P.O. Box 484 
Accra 
Ghana 


We are very lonesome G.I.’s and would like 
very much to hear from Negro girls. We have 
been stationed here in Japan for nearly a year, 
and anyone who is 11,000 miles away from 
home can become quite lonesome. We are no 
exception. We hope that through TAN maga- 
zine we will be able to correspond with girls of 
our own race. We would also enjoy exchang- 
ing photographs. 

A/\c Cornelius Martin 
AF 11303323 

6903rd Comm Sqdn. 
Box 370 

San Francisco, Calif. 


A/2c Ellis Donald 
AF 18477563 

6903rd Comm Sqdn. 
Box 438 

San Francisco, Calif. 


I am a young Costa Rican who would like to 
have pen pals from all over the world, of any 
race or creed and of both sexes. I am 19, of 
mixed races, green eyes, a fair complexion and 
am 5'7”. All letters will be answered and | 
will be delighted to exchange photos. 

Carl Lawrence 
Avenida Central Bis. 
Casa #1314 

San José—Costa Rica 
Central America 


I would like to correspond with high school 
and college girls between 17 and 23. I am 19, 
a high school graduate. My physical status is: 
complexion tan, brown eyes, black hair, 5’9”, 
175 lbs. and 37” chest tapered with a 28” waist- 
line. My favorite sports are deep-sea fishing 
and duck hunting. I like popular music and 
dance well and am also an amateur photogra- 
pher. I will highly appreciate it if pen pals 
will send photos of their schools and colleges. 

John Adams, En3 
Navy #3923, Box 28 
YW-88 

F.P.O. 


San Francisco, Calif. 


1 am making a request through the medium 
of the page you have so thoughtfully reserved 
for the hobby of writing. I would like*to cor- 
respond with both men and women in the U.S. 
and servicemen and government workers over- 
seas. I am a Negro, 27, 5’2”, brown eyes, me- 
dium light brown complexion, 112 lbs. I am 
single. Have attended the Cincinnati Conserva- 
tory of Music and my hobbies include singing, 
reading and collecting poems. I am also inter- 
ested in designing, interior decorating and 
architecture. Will answer all letters and ex- 
change photos if requested. 

Elizabeth J. Walker 
1026 Main St. 
Clarksville, Tenn. 


I'd certainly appreciate it if you would find 
room for me in your Pen Pals section. I am a 
young Negro girl interested in corresponding 
with boys between the ages 18-22. I am tall for 
my age, 6’, and if possible, would like to corre- 
spond with some of the taller boys. I will an- 
swer all letters and gladly exchange photos. 

Nancy C. Ward 
2259 N. 16th St. 
Philadelphia 32, Penn. 


I am a 47 year old gentleman, white, 5’6”, 
150 Ibs., with chestnut eyes and hair. I am 
very romantic and therefore would like to cor- 
respond with pretty girls and women. I am a 
bachelor. Nationality is of no importance. 
What is important is that they be cultured, 
educated and like music, as I write lyrics and 
compose. I would very much like to receive 
letters, in either English or Spanish. I am not 
married. I am single and live alone. I will 
send a photograph if you girls will write to me. 
How I would appreciate this! 

Liborio De Gregorio 
Apt. 7, 119 W. 85th St. 
New York 24, N. Y. 


In reading TAN magazine, I became inter- 
ested in your Pen Pal column and would like 
to correspond with young people from America 
between 21-26. I am a young lady from Ja- 
maica. I am 19, 5/2” tall and a student nurse. 
I am a Methodist. I do hope someone will 
write to me. All letters will be answered 
faithfully. 

(Miss) Greta Officer 
Rush Green Hospital 
Rom Lord Essex 
England 


I’m a regular reader of TAN and have been 
since the first copy was on the newsstands. 
First, may I congratulate you for such a won- 
derful magazine. It’s the most. I’m very lone- 
some and find through reading your Pen Pals 
page there are others who are lonesome too. So 
would you please include my name in your 
column? I am a tan American girl, 25, 5’6”, 
135 lbs. Would like to hear from guys who are 
lonely between the ages of 21-41. Will answer 
all letters and exchange photos on request. 

Elaine Prince 
1304 Alexander 
Marshall, Tex. 
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What is a girl supposed to do when she’s tired 
of saving herself for the right, eligible 


man to come along? She can’t wait forever 





“| just came up to see if there was any- 
thing I could help you with,” Mother said 
gently. | wondered if somehow she knew. 














TOSSED THE sky-blue lounging pa- 

jamas into my small suitcase with 
something less than my ordinary neat- 
ness, then nibbled gently at a freshly 
Jacquered fingernail that was barely dry. 
If I didn’t stop to think too much, if I 
just kept packing, I would soon be on 
my way. 

The clock on the dresser showed six- 
thirty. Jimmy would be here at seven. 
He wouldn’t be late tonight—not after 
il the waiting. 

I walked to the closet and took the 
dender, candy-striped box down off the 
delf, laid it on the bed, and opened it 
dowly. Fingering back the rustling tis- 
ge with one hand, with the other I lifted 
out the sheer black negligee that had cost 
too much. It would make Jimmy’s eyes 
pp, all right. It almost made mine pop 
just imagining me wearing it in front of 
a man. 

Don’t be silly, Joyce Williams, | told 
yself, you won’t be the first girl to lose 
her virginity before she gets a marriage 
pense. 
| But I wasn’t to think about that. That 
was the trick—not to think, because 
hhinking took me back too far. It took 
p hack to childhood and Mother’s first 
ll-meaning but inept attempts to tell 
» what every young girl should know. 






















v’ - 
oa he hadn’t done a very good job of giv- 
wW. gme the facts, but she managed to get 





ixross the point that sex and marriage, 
‘retty much like the horse and carriage, 
‘vent together. And there was not to be 
one without the other. Good girls waited, 
Mother said. Well, I had waited. But 
ow, at the early age of twenty-two, I 
‘was a most reluctant virgin. 
7 Thad tried to play it the way Mother 
d, hoping that marriage would come 
‘nthe bargain. But you need two people 
for a wedding: a willing woman and an 
Wigible man. I was a willing woman, 
Allright, but you could count the eligible 
"men in our small town on both hands 
Without using all your fingers. And, 
when you ruled out the ones looking for 
thome, the ones who couldn’t keep a 
fife in gunny sacks and the ones who 
bught they were God-Almighty’s gift 
)women, well, there just weren’t any 
gible” males left. 
Jimmy came along to take over 
coaching job at the high school 
re I was working. Only he wasn’t 
Bible either, not really. He had a wife 
here back East, one who wouldn’t 






























give him a divorce until he came through 
with plenty of alimony. It had been a 
bad marriage from the start, Jimmy ex- 
plained to me, with quarrels and fighting 
and threats and accusations. She had 
practically forced him to leave, Jimmy 
said, but she wouldn’t let him be free 
without paying a high price. 

It was easy to see why no woman 
would want to let him go. Jimmy had a 
rugged handsomeness and a man-of-the- 
world air—without being show-offy 
about it—that gave a woman a good, se- 
cure feeling when she was with him. 

Dating Jimmy, under the circum- 
stances, didn’t strain my conscience. So 
he was married technically. Was it his 
fault that he had married a shrew of a 
woman who didn’t want him and yet 
didn’t want anyone else to have him un- 
less she was well-paid for granting the 
privilege? 

Going to the movies and taking long 
rides in Jimmy’s car was all there had 
been to our friendship in the beginning. 
But then, winter had shortened the days, 
and we found ourselves reluctant to part 
company so early in the cold nights. 
Gradually, we had taken to dallying 
longer and longer on lonely roads in 
Jimmy’s parked car, and before we knew 
it—before I intended to—we were build- 
ing a surging bonfire of passion. 

Jimmy did not pretend for a moment. 
“We're adults, you and I,” he said one 
night. “We’re grown people of the op- 
posite sex, and what we feel, what we 
want to do, is natural.” 

“It may be ever so natural,” I said 
quietly, “but it isn’t legal. Not quite.” 

And so the age-old argument between 
man and woman had begun again. Jim- 
my’s side of it, which he presented per- 
haps a little more skillfully than others 
I had heard had done, was nevertheless 
the same: we were human; we would not 
be doing anything so terrible that thou- 
sands of others were not doing “this 
very night;” we would, of course, be 
very careful. 

My side of the argument was plain 
and simple: I was a good girl, and good 
girls didn’t do it. But then the doubt 
crept in. So what was so great about 
being a good girl? What was it getting 
me? Certainly, as Jimmy so bluntly 

pointed out, it wasn’t keeping me warm 
those cold nights. Only a man could do 
that, even if only on a part-time basis. 
And, now that I thought about it, didn’t 





I really want Jimmy? Wasn’t he more 
man than I had seen in years? Wasn’t I 
enjoying the time we were spending to- 
gether, the evenings when our petting 
made our nightly separation so misera- 
ble? I had to face it. I was pretty crazy 
about the guy. 

And so, the time had come when I had 
said yes. Maybe we couldn’t have mar- 
riage, but we were going to have this 
weekend, and probably many more week- 
ends. 

I looked at the clock again. Twenty 
minutes had slipped by, and in ten more 
Jimmy would be there. I glanced quick- 
ly into the mirror to check my makeup. 
My face would never be my fortune, but 
my figure was not likely to be easily dis- 
missed in male conversation. 

Then I heard Mother’s gentle knock 
at the door. She wasn’t fooled. not for 
one minute. I knew that. She had 
watched, first happily, then with some 
anxiety, as my romance with Jimmy 
ripened until it was now about to blos- 
som into full-fledged affair. When I had 
told her that Jimmy was driving me up 
to Houston to spend the weekend with 
an old classmate, she had said nothing. 
But the sadness in her eyes told me that 
she knew there was no “old classmate.” 
Nevertheless, she knew, too, that I had 
tried things her way and nothing was 
happening. Furthermore, there was no 
apparent hope of anything happening. 
Yet, I wondered now if she had come to 
make a last plea, perhaps to forbid me 
to go. 

“Come in,” I said, turning to close my 
bag so I would not have to face her. 

“T just came up to see if there was 
anything I could help you with,” she 
said with a gentleness in her voice that 
reminded me of all the years we had 
shared; me, the girl flowering bewilder- 
edly into womanhood, and she, the pa- 
tient, loving mother who had tried to 
give me everything—including enough 
love for the father I had never known. 
A sudden compassion came over me. I 
turned to her and asked softly: 

“Mother, will you hold this against 
me?” 

The sadness was there in her eyes, and 
even in her voice. “Nobody can con- 
demn a woman for what she does for 
love,” she said. 

There was no preaching, no more talk 
of “good girls” and “don’t.” Now it was 
only an older, (Continued on Page 82) 
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"My Hair Looks Longer!" 
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“At last—I have the glamourous, longer-looking hair I’ve always 
wanted! With the ultimate in new hair preparations—Long-Aid with 


K-7 for hair and scalp! 


Longer-looking, shinier hair — easy to swirl, curl! Helps relieve 
brittleness, dandruff, itching scalp. Long-Aid with K-7 dresses hair, con- 


ditions hair like nothing else. 


Let me prove your short, thin hair can now look glamourously 
longer! Use Long-Aid for just three days and you’ll start getting results 


you can see and feel for yourself.” 


Amazing new Long-Aid contains these 3 wonder-working ingredients: 





“IN THE PRETTY PINK JAR" 


. Extra-rich lanolin to relieve dry 


scalp—make hair look longer, 
softer! 


. Deltyl Prime, that new grease- 


less agent that protects hair 
from moisture! 


. Miracle K-7 to help relieve 


itching irritation, keep hair 
fresh, clean-smelling! 


SEND COUPON NOW 


for Long-Aid. Actually see 
and feel sensational differ- 
ence in your hair in just 3 
days—or money back and 
you keep Long-Aid as FREE 
gift! Long-Aid Co., Box 2026, 
Memphis, Tenn. 











peeseeeeeee MAIL THIS NO-RISK COUPON ee Cea 
CO he, 
 LONG-AID CO., DEPT. T-98, ee | : 
5 P.O. BOX 2026 MEMPHIS 2, TENN. al 1 
: Gentlemen: a _ : 
2 This coupon guarantees I get my Long-Aid with K-7 by return mail. If I @ 
g don’t get the results you promise all my money will be refunded. r 
z [1 I enclose $1.00, plus 10c Fed. tax (cash, check or money order). ' 
t Long-Aid pays all postage. i 
i [) Send C.O.D. I will pay postman $1.10 on delivery, plus postage and ; 
: C.O.D. charges. a 
& f 
TE ) _: RRR rama nner sire tener d tote TOS ae Fone Oe: SOR ane Re nee Seat a a oa ne ee x 
3 # 
SN scenes trinaetin ail ales bithiictpetennnnennccgtmaenis : 
8 ® 
D CRTY nS. ME ou ocosdsvvevis vacsaosicdodabues a 
- SPECIAL DISCOUNTS to Dealers and Wholesalers. Write Now! - 


iV 








POETRY 


Love By Any Other Name 


I’m pulling my hair 
And racking my brain 
The tortures of love talk 
Are driving me insane 


What should I call him 

(He’s more than a “date”) 

“Boy friend” sounds cold 

But he’s certainly not my “mate!” 


“Sweetheart” is quite old-fashioned 
“Lover” too bold 

And to call him an “admirer” 

Is a story half-told! 


“Suitor” does suit him 
And my “fiance” he’s’ not 
So what can I call 

This man that I’ve got? 


But soon it won’t matter 
Whatever I say 
He’ll be mine tomorrow 
On our wedding day! 
—Elizabeth Evans 


Rebound 


Empty arms that held you close 
Are sad and closed no more; 
I found a new love knocking 
Beside my silent door. 
The moth that once was stranger 
Has touched my own with bliss, 
Wiping every trace of tears 
Away with its sweet kiss. 
—Mildred Spahr Cuozo 


Memories 


We had our fun, we had our fling, 
We had our love, a gorgeous thing 


We wined and dined it to the hilt 
Before your charm began to wilt 


Your memory dies, the diary closes 
And I’m alone with my neurosis. 
—J. K. Hart 


Seclusion 


I told you I wanted to walk alone, 
I made it very clear, 
I live in an Ivory Tower that I own, 
But gosh, it’s lonely here. 

—Maude Harger 
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UF LUVE 


How To Woo A Woman 


Sing her love songs 
Romantic and sweet 

Take her out to dinner 
Buy her good things to eat 


Praise her beauty 

From the skies 

Write sentimental poetry 
About her eyes 


Send fragrant spring flowers 
To match her gown 

Call long distance 

When you’re out of town 


Shower her with compliments 
All you can fling 
But don’t forget 
That wedding ring! 
—Andrea Barnett 


Testament 


A thrill always is it to know 
The start of the tiny tremble of you 
When you feel my fingers in your hair 
The touch of my lips you know 
For gently do they search yours 
Your eyes ever drown me in surrender 
Magnificent is the splendor of you 
Unmatched is the hushed cascade 
of you. 
Bill Smallwood 


Lees of Twilight 


Twilight still remembers how 
The fire flame hugged my dreams 
And waited for your coming 

With hurdy gurdy gleams 


The candles looked like dewdrop shine, 
All daisy white and new, 

And stitched the shadows glad and fine; 
I bought them just for you. 


And things were right and song lit 
In such a special way 

Twilight still remembers how 

It slowly limped away 


And softly nicked and nibbled 
On a wistful crumb 
Twilight still remembers 
That you didn’t come. 
—Gladys Martin 








COMPLEXION 





BY NADINOLA 


Droaly a6 a Hower ond pétal-snocte 


Don’t give in to dark, dull skin! A 
lighter, brighter complexion can help 
you become so much lovelier, so 
much more desirable. And it’s so 
easy — with NapINoLa Bleaching 
Cream! 

Just one jar of NADINOLA Bleach- 
ing Cream will prove to you what 
millions have long known about the 
clearing action of NADINOLA Cream. 
Get NADINOLA today at your drug 
or toilet counter. See how it gives 
your skin a lighter, brighter, health- 
ier appearance. Feel the thrill of 
knowing you look your best, as 
masculine eyes follow you, and fem- 


FOR OILY SKIN 

New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream is non- 
oily, greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens shine at 
the same time. Two sizes, 
75e and $1.25 


FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, ever-famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream is 
enriched with fine cosmetic oils 
to relieve dryness. 75c and $1.25 





inine voices say, ‘‘What a lucky girl 
—to have such a complexion!” 


NADINOLA works so surely, that 
results are guaranteed from just one 
jar. Let its famous action lighten 
your complexion, loosen blackheads, 
make your skin feel softer and 
smoother, as it makes you look 
younger and lovelier. There are two 
kinds of NapINoLA—one for oily 
skin, the other for dry skin. Both 
have the same fast bleaching and 
clearing effect. Both are guaranteed 
to satisfy you completely, or your 
money back. Get NapINoLa right 
away! NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar of Nadinola 
will make your complexion 
lighter, brighter and lovelier. 
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Prince Charmers 


BY frederichs 


EVERY PENNY 
BACK IF NOT 
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DEARLY 


ELV ED 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: 

I am 20 and have been going with a 
boy for about seven months. He was 
somewhat of a wild boy and quite care- 
less in his dress. At the time I began 
dating him I noticed these things but 
overlooked them because he had such a 
pleasing personality. Later I began ar- 
guing with him frequently and reminded 
him that he was poor and trashy. Prior 
to our many arguments he had asked me 
to marry him. At the time I accepted 
but put the date far in the future. Re- 
cently we had a serious quarrel and we 
quit dating. Since that time I have tried 
several times to go with him again. He 
comes to see me but shows no interest 
in dating and will only come when he 
has nothing better to do. | realize now 
that I love him very much and would 
like to be his wife. How can I possibly 
show him that I want him back without 
obviously pursuing him? 

Sincerely yours, Linda 


Dear Linda: 

Your best line of action is 
pursuit, and make it clear that 
you regret your mistakes of 
the past and want him back on 
his own terms. Sometimes 
women learn too late that they 
can’t treat a man like a second- 
hand dress . . . humans re- 
sent being patched and remade 
to fit another mold. Everyone 
has faults and if you want to 
marry this guy you'd better 
realize quick that no man is 
perfect. You will have to ac- 
cept him for what he is and 





not for what you want him to 
be, and believe me, as every 
wife knows, there is a differ. 
ence. If he gives you a second 
chance, consider yourself 
lucky. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I have been married a year and we 
have a little girl. My problem is that | 
had a child before marriage and my 
husband adopted her. Although he is not 
her father, he loves her just the same. 
He is in service and has to go back over. 
seas. The baby and I are going with him 
and he wants to take the other child, too, 
but my grandmother has been keeping 
her most of the time and doesn’t want to 
let her go. My husband disapproves and 
he says we will not leave her behind. 
What can I do to make my husband un. 
derstand that we might hurt my grand. 
mother terribly if we took the child? 
She is 69 years old and very attached to 
her. I want to satisfy my husband, so 
what must I do? 

A “Confused Mother” 


Dear “Confused Mother”: 

Your husband is absolutely 
right, the child belongs with 
her family. Your grandmoth- 
er should not have to assume 
the responsibility for rearing 
your daughter. If you explain 
the situation to her with tact, 
[ am sure she will understand 
and be proud that your hus- 
band wants to treat the child as 
his own. Your loyalty comes 
first to your husband, so re- 
spect his wishes and be glad 
that he feels as he does. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I love a man very much and we are 
planning to be married in October. Re- 
cently he got into some trouble and 
wants me to send him some money. He 
said if I didn’t, it would all be over, 
meaning that we wouldn’t get married. 
I am worried. 


M.R.A. 


Dear M.R.A.: 

Let him know in a subtle 
manner that you aren’t run- 
ning a finance company. If his 
ultimatum is still in effect, bet- 
ter hold on to your bank book 
and look for another hus- 
band. He doesn’t sound like 
a responsible person anyway. 
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AT (KING) COLE responded to a 

heavy demand of his many fans 
when he recently recorded for Capitol 
some sides with his trio for the first 
time in a long time. Ever since big 
bands began backing Nat’s records sev- 
eral years ago, people who fondly re- 
member the old King Cole Trio have 
been clamoring for the soft-voiced sing- 
er-pianist to return to the small group 
setting in which he initially became 
famous as a swinging song stylist. In 
Capitol’s Hollywood Towers studio late 
last year, Nat finally got around to satis- 
fying the crowd who wanted him to re- 
capture once again the mood he origi- 
nally created on records in the early 
1940’s with guitarist Oscar Moore and 
bassist Johnny Miller. 

Nat made his new trio sides using 
his present combo (guitarist John Col- 
lins, bassist Charlie Harris and drum- 
mer Lee Young), but also added some- 
thing extra special on the recordings: a 
jazz instrumental solo by an award- 
winning performer on every side. 

Executing in sparkling fashion, altoist 
Willie Smith, trumpeter Harry (Sweets) 


By James Goodrich 


Edison, violinist Stuff Smith and trom- 
bonist Juan Tizol each appear thrice in 
single solo stints in the package of 12 
tunes labeled After Midnight. 

As the title suggests, the offerings 
swing on a relaxed, informal kick that 
finds the instrumentalists striking “a 
good groove” throughout the album. In 
this “After Midnight” atmosphere, Nat 
equals his finest efforts as a keyboarder 
and as a songster. 

Variety calls the collection “a slick, 
easy-on-the-ear potpourri,” while noting 
significantly that the package demon- 
strates that Nat “hasn’t lost his flair as 
a swinging vocalist” as some critics 
claim. 

Nat swings up a storm on the nostal- 
gic old King Cole Trio favorites (Sweet 
Lorraine, It’s Only A Paper Moon and 
Route 66), getting brilliant aid from 
Harry Edison who exhibits some 
“sweet” trumpeting on each turn. With 
Willie Smith’s fluid alto making jump- 
ing music, Nat riffs Don’t Let It Go To 
Your Head, You’re Looking At Me and 
Just You, Just Me. He sounds a more 
sober mood on (Continued on Page 62) 





IT COVERS GRAY HAIR 
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ves SEE your comple 

ond biemish-free Right before your eyes. 

New, improved NEVOLINE hing Croom is vntike 
@ny product you ever hove vied before. Ne weiting hope- 
fully for months to see the resvits you wont, With the 
improved NEVOLINE formule we gverantee you will see 
your shin grow 3 shades lighter in just 3 deys. 

One 2 oz. jor $1.00. Enclose your re- 
mittance with order Save C.O.D. fee. 


PARIS IMPERIAL, P.O. Box 104G, 
Jackson Heights 72, NEW YORK 








eee e Do You Want 


A HEAD OF HAIR 
that looks LOVELIER LONGER 


Make 
a Amazing 


3-DAY 
~ TEST 
QUICK DOUBLE ACTION 


with Bernel’s Hair Cream 


1. It's loaded with LANOLIN. Lubricates BRITTLE, 
BREAKING-OFF, SPLIT ENDS, ITCHY SCALP. 2. Won- 
derful thin hair, temple grooming — massaging aid. Small 
amount daily keeps HAIR SOFTER, GLOSSIER, 
LOVELIER LONGER. Adds beautiful 
highlights which is often the main attrac- 
tion of women with long lustrous hair. 
BERNEL'S HAIR CREAM has delight- 
ful odor, NON-GREASY EFFECT. For 













all types hair. 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 
Regular size $1.00. 

Large family size (6 oz.) $2.00. 
Postage extra if C.O.D. 


NELSON’S COSMETICS oept.7-2, 


Box 104, G.P.O. New York 1,N.Y.__ 
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You can’t see a 
crippled 
heart 











She doesn't use crutches—but she 
has a crippled heart. So do nearly 
500,000 American children. 


Fortunately, medical research has 
given us the knowledge to prevent 
rheumatic fever and reduce heart 
disease, the leading disabler of 
children. Remarkable surgery. is 
giving new life to many young 
hearts afflicted with congenital 
defects or damaged valves. 


But more research ts needed to 
Save more hearts. You support re- 
search—and help all hearts—when 
you give to the Heart Fund. 


Help Your Heart Fund 
Help Your Heart 
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FOR ENTERTAINMENT ONLY 
SPECIAL DICE -GUARANTEED QUALITY 
MISSOUTS, Fast working Flats . . 
PASSERS, Stronger Than Ever. . . 
TOPS & BOTTOMS, Even Points . . 
TOPS, All Points (4 to 11) .... 
DOOR POPS, 7 or 11 Every Roll . 
FAIR DICE TO MATCH....... 
FULL SET, Six Above Pairs, $5.00 
Order now. $1 deposit required, Balance C.O.D. 
or enclose cash and we pay the postage. 
Send for FREE — New, Handy POCKET BLUE BOOK 


NATIONAL GAME SUPPLY 
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_ MANY teen-agers are plan- 

ning social activities and vacations 
for the coming days of warm weather 
and sunshine, others are looking for 
summer employment as a means of 
spanning the season. Jobs for teens are 
varied and often crop up in_ least 
expected places. 

One adventurous lass found it quite 
profitable to parlay her winter baby- 
sitting jobs into a booming (and noisy) 
nursery school business. Working 
mothers were glad to place their chil- 
dren in her care, and usually picked 
them up before dinner time. 

Fortunately, our young businesswom- 
an was able to fit her nursery operation 
hours into the schedule of her family 
and did away with all conflicts and 
crowding. One essential for her school 
was the family’s large, roomy home with 
a spacious back yard. By the end of 
summer her bank book was literally 
bursting with dollars and cents, and she 
had chalked up more jobs for the com- 
ing winter. 

This kind of job, or business endeav- 
or, requires a certain amount of capital 
before it can get started. “Operation 
Nursery School” would be a fine joint 
project for teen-agers to think about. 
Often a loan from parents or a pooling 
of resources would have to be employed 
to buy furniture and midday snacks for 
the children. 

Our ingenious manager, to cut costs, 
searched in second-hand shops and 
bargained with used furniture dealers 
for servicable pieces of old furniture. 
These she sanded, painted and decorat- 
ed, even shortening legs (so they would 
fit her young charges), and used in her 
nursery. At the end of summer she of- 
fered her equipment for sale to the 
mothers, and reaped another big profit. 

Another business venture of a differ- 
ent nature paid off in fat dividends for 
a high school sophomore who offered 
his services as errand boy to several 
local firms who did not have messengers. 
Eventually, because of his unique serv- 


ices, one office relied on him so heavily 
that they offered him full-time employ. 
ment for the remainder of the summer 
and part-time work when school began, 
By offering them a service, he created a 
profitable position for himself. 

However, most teen-agers will have to 
go job hunting via the want ad columns, 
or with the help of a “situation wanted” 
ad in their newspapers. After carefully 
checking the want ad section, select four 
or five possibilities that suit you and 
follow them up. In most cases you have 
to phone for an appointment, still in 
some instances an appointment is not 
necessary. Usually some type of meet- 
ing between employee and employer is 
necessary before any hiring is done. 

Your first job interview is important, 
so prepare yourself in advance and be 
on your best behavior. The first impres- 
sion is the one that counts. A prospec- 
tive employer has no time to delve into 
your inner character and he must judge 
you at face value. 

Dress conservatively and in good 
taste. Extreme outfits and elaborate 
hats are taboo. Make sure that you are 
spanking clean from tip to toe, and 
dress as carefully as you would for an 
important date, being sure to pay atten- 
tion to small details. Gloves and stock- 
ings are a must for girls. Boys should 
wear a neat suit with white shirt and tie. 

Before the interview you are usually 
requested to fill out an application, even 
though you might be “hired on the 
spot.” You should have a list of names, 
addresses and telephone numbers of 
three or four character references with 
you. Also of value would be a letter of 
recommendation from any former en 
ployer. 

When entering the office a receptionist 
will greet you. Give her your name and 
tell her that you have an appointment. 
As you are shown into the “big boss's” 
office the rest is up to you, and here's 
hoping you do a successful job of selling 
your ability to him. After all, getting @ 
job is really a matter of salesmanship. 
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By Margo Hughes 


EVERYONE SEEMS TO BE CAUGHT IN THE 
excitement of that mad fad from Trinidad, which has 
found a sort of second home in New York town. 
Every classy joint in town has lavishly redecorated it- 
self island style with fish nets, cork floats and bamboo 
trimmings, they now serve peas and rice with rum 
drinks to float it down, and feature native entertain- 
ment. Only it’s not that much “native” talent around 
so things have reached the point where you don’t 
even have to be a real live West Indian at all, just 
come up with a repertoire of calypso tunes and a 
knack of accenting the wrong syllables to make with an 
island accent. 


JIMMIE (BABY FACE) LEWIS, A GUITAR 
strumming blues shouter, lost no time in joining the 
natives like Lord Flea, Duke of Iron, and Johnny 
Barracuda, and is now singing songs from de islands. 
Calypso Duchess is a gal from Detroit, known just a 
short while ago as Priscilla Hood. The Count of 
Monte Cristo off-stage is just plain George Anderson. 
And in keeping with the new kick Ella Fitzgerald’s old 
recording of Rum and Coca-Cola has reappeared on the 
scene, plus some new “Rum” platters by Amos Mil- 
burn and rock ’n’ rollers, Shirley and Lee. All, of 
course, calypso craze or not, will run into a continued 
ban by radio networks who still consider it improper 
material for broadcasting. Another oldie riding high 
on the fad turns out to be Run Joe by Louis Jordan. 
But, anyway, mad fad or not, everybody’s having a 
ball doing it. 


JOHNNY MATHIS, YOUNG SINGER FROM 


San Francisco, discovered in New York by Kirk 


Douglas, taken to Hollywood to appear in his movie | 


Lizzie as a cafe singer, says that beside singing in 
the picture he was given one line to say. It took an 
entire day to film .. . then they cut it out. Johnny 
wants to do calypso now but has no eyes for joining 
the crew of The Banana Boat. . 
something no one else is doing. 


THE PROSPECT OF HAVING LENA HORNE | 


as a co-star was not the only bright attraction for the | 


score of hopefuls (which included Lonnie Sattin, 
Sidney Poitier, Earle Hyman and Johnny Hartman) 


interviewed for the lead male role in the musical Ja- | 


maica. It’s most likely rehearsals will be held down 
on the Island. 
(Continued on Page 63) 
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LIES COST 





it came so easy at first—the fantasies, the fibs, the little white 


lies. But before I knew it, my whole life was a lie 


OU’RE A LIAR, and the truth ain’t in you!” 
How many times I had heard my Aunt Maud fling those angry words at me! 
I was just a girl then, living in a world of make-believe built of childish fantasies. 
To keep that world intact, I sometimes told little falsehoods. But my strict, church- 
going aunt insisted they were lies, and she tried everything she could think of to 
break the habit I developed. 
But the more she scolded and punished me, the harder I clung to my daydreams. I 
couldn’t understand why Aunt Maud got so angry when I| played my private game of 
pretend. As far as I could see, there was nothing wrong or harmful in pretending 
things were just a little different than they really were. 
For instance, when I went to live with Aunt Maud, I told the kids in the neighborhood 
that my father had been a very important man back in Kansas City, where I was born. I 
was only 10 years old at the time and thought I’d impress my new friends by inventing a 
glamorous past for myself. 
The story got back to Aunt Maud and she really lit into me. “How come you want to tell 
a tale like that, girl?” she demanded. “Your pa was a lazy, good-for-nothing sinner! The sooner * 
you forget him, the better off you'll be.” : 
“IT won’t forget my father,” I said defiantly. “He was a good man!” % 
“Lord! You listen to me, Serena. He fooled you just like he did your poor Ma,” Aunt Maud” 
said. “Broke her poor heart and killed her, that’s what he did.” 
“He didn’t, he didn’t!” I shouted. Then, covering my ears, I ran to my room and shut 
myself in. I didn’t want to hear anything bad about my father. My mother was dead, 
but my father was alive. I didn’t know where he was, but I kept telling myself that 
someday he would come and get me. Aunt Maud told me I was just fooling myself, 
but I refused to believe her. So I went on pretending and telling my friends how 
great my father was and that soon he would come and get me and take me to 
live with him. 
As I grew older and realized that my father was gone for good, I made 
up a story about how he went to Africa to hunt for diamonds and got 
killed while trying to save the life of a tribal chieftain. Maybe I 
couldn’t prove it was true, but it could be true, I told myself. 
None of my “white lies” were harmful and the slight twist- 








ME MY LOVE 


Disbelief, then anger darkened his face 
as he slammed down the phone. “Now 
do you believe me?” I taunted. 














I had already taken a job from per: 





Why shouldn’t I take hee man, tea,” 


if I really wanted him? It only — 





meant telling another lie _ — 





ing of facts made my dreary life more 
bearable. My Aunt Maud was a good 
woman and underneath her gruff man- 
ner she was kind and generous. She took 
me in after Mother died and no one in 
Kansas City could locate my father. 

But Aunt Maud was overly religious 
in many ways. She didn’t see anything 
wrong in charging the highest rent she 

ould get from the tenants in the build- 

ing Uncle Ben had left her, but at the 
same time she would have nothing to do 
with anything she called un-Christian. 
Un-Christian in Aunt Maud’s eyes cov- 
ered everything from smoking to going 
to the movies. 

She took good care of me, though. 
In high school, I had everything the 
other girls had-—except pretty party 
dresses. According to my aunt, parties 
were sinful. I used to boast to my class- 
mates about the closets full of beautiful 
dresses my father had sent to me, but I 
told them that Aunt Maud kept them 
locked up. 

As time went on, the tales | told be- 
came wilder and more unbelievable. 
But no one could prove them false. I 
always had an alibi, a ready answer 
whenever someone was sure they’d 
aught me ina lie. I even got so I could 

»| Aunt Maud. 

I'd tell her there was a young people’s 
meeting at the church, then spend the 
evening over at a girl friend’s house. I 
even managed to go to a few parties by 
telling Aunt Maud that I was going to a 
church social or something equally ac- 
ceptable to her. 

| somehow convinced myself that I 
really wasn’t doing anything wrong. If 
it made my aunt unhappy for me to go 


LS 


to parties and run around with kids she 
disapproved of, why should I upset her 
by telling her I did those things? Far 
from being wicked, I was actually being 
good to her, in my own way. 

Because of my aunt’s strictness, | 
found it hard to keep my friends. I 
could never invite them over and most 
of the time I wasn’t permitted to visit 
them. My best friend during high 
school was Betsy, a cute little girl, who 
for some reason loved to listen to the 
stories I made up and passed on as 
gospel. 

“Serena,” she’d say, “tell me again 
about that big beautiful house you 
lived in back in Kansas City.” 

So I'd repeat it, sometimes forgetting 
exactly what I’d said before. If Betsy 
would mention it, I’d make up another 
tale to cover the first one. When we 
finished school Betsy asked me what I 
planned to do. 

“Nothing,” I laughed. “My father 
sends me money every week, so I don’t 
have to work.” 

As luck would have it, I ran into her 
in the dean’s office, where the school 
had an employment service for com- 
mercial course graduates. “Why, what 
in the world are you doing here, Sere- 
na?” Betsy asked when she saw me. 

I gulped a couple of times, but the 
lie rolled smoothly off my tongue. “I 
got Aunt Maud to let me take a job,” I 
said with a straight face. “You see, she 
wanted me to stay home and help her 
take care of her building. But who 
wants to be a rent collector and stay in- 
doors all the time? Not me! So I con- 
vinced her I’d be more of a help if I 


had outside experience first.” 


Betsy believed me, but the truth was 
far different. Aunt Maud had laid down 
the law to me the same day I left school. 

“Serena,” she began, “I took you in 
because you were my sister’s only child. 
I tried to keep her from marrying your 
father, but she wouldn’t listen. Well. 
poor soul, she won’t suffer no more 
where she’s gone. 

“Now that you’ve been to school, it’s 
time you got yourself a job, child,” 
Aunt Maud went on. “You’ve got an 
education, so at least you won’t have 
to work in somebody else’s kitchen like 
your poor ma. You can stay here, but 
I'll have to charge you room and 
board.” 

Of course, I would have died before 
admitting to Betsy or anybody else that 
this was the real reason I was taking a 
job. 


O BETSY AND I started out together 

looking for a place where we could 
put to use the shorthand and typing 
we'd learned in school. After being 
turned down at the first two places we 
went, we arrived at the office of a doc- 
tor who was looking for a receptionist. 
The minute we walked into the neat, 
well-furnished reception room I knew 
that this was where I wanted to work. 
The pay was good and the hours short, 
according to the information the place- 
ment service teacher had given us. 

The only trouble was that there was 
only one opening and there were two of 
us applying for the job. 

“That poses a problem,” said Dr. 
Raines, a round-faced man with a 
fatherly manner. “It’s going to be hard 
choosing between two charming young 
ladies. I guess the thing to do is inter- 
view you both, then decide.” He 
glanced at the cards we had given him. 
“Miss Furman, suppose I take you 
first?” 

“I’m Miss Furman,” I said. “But I’d 
rather you took my friend first.” I 
nudged Betsy and motioned her towards 
the door to his office. 

Dr. Raines said, “It’s up to you,” 
and turned and went inside. Betsy 
smiled her thanks to me and followed 
him. I sat down to do some fast think- 
ing. It wasn’t out of politeness that | 
let Betsy go first. I needed time to 
make up a story that would assure me 
that job. I knew that whoever made 
the most favorable impression on Dr. 
Raines would get the job, so I had to 
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invent something that would give me the 
edge over Betsy, who was a much better 
typist and secretary than I. 

I lighted a cigarette and paced the 
floor of the reception room. It didn’t 
take long for me to come to the conclu- 
sion that the only way to get the job 
would be to claim something I was posi- 
tive Betsy couldn’t claim—experience. 
Yes, that was it, I congratulated myself. 
I'd simply tell Dr. Raines that I’d 
worked in a doctor’s office before. 

A few minutes later, Betsy came out 
smiling, and the doctor invited me in- 
side. His first words after he had of- 
fered me a seat gave me a start. “I must 
confess I was quite impressed with your 
friend, Miss Furman,” Dr. Raines said 
kindly. “She’s intelligent, charming—” 
He smiled and added quickly, “not that 
you're not, too. But I think my mind’s 
almost made up.” 

“I’m glad,” I lied. “You see, Betsy 
will have a harder time getting a job 
than I will, since she doesn’t have any 
experience.” 

“You have experience?” he asked, his 
eyebrows arching in surprise. 

“Oh, yes,” I assured him. 

He studied me for a moment, then 
asked, “But how is that possible? You’ve 
been in school, not working.” 

“Oh,” I replied breezily, “I worked 
during summer vacations. Not here,” 
I added quickly, anticipating his next 
question, “but in Kansas City.” 

Now that I had started on my lie, the 
words just seemed to flow, just as they 
always did when I was making up a 
story. “You see, doctor,” I went on, “I 
was born in Kansas City. I go back 
there every summer. Dr. Smith is a 
relative of mine and I used to help him 
in his office. Of course, it wasn’t a 
regular paid job, but I learned quite a 
bit.” 

“T see, I see,” commented Dr. Raines 
thoughtfully. “It seems to me I met Dr. 
Smith years ago at a convention. But— 
well, I thought I heard that he’d died 
several years ago.” 

“He did,” I said without hesitation. 
“But his son is also a doctor.” 

That did it. Dr. Raines was con- 
vinced that I was just the girl he needed. 
So I was hired and Betsy never did 
know why she didn’t get the job. A few 
days later she went to work as a clerk 
in a store and I became Dr. Raines re- 
ceptionist. 

Betsy and I continued our friendship 


and it wasn’t long before we got an 
apartment of our own. I was glad to 
get away from Aund Maud and her 
constant nagging. 

Sharing an apartment and living on 
my own was fun. On weekends, Betsy 
and I would go to a movie together or 
visit with friends. It wasn’t long, 
though, before Betsy met a fellow she 
liked a lot. So she had weekend dates 
with Don and I stayed home reading. 
Finally, Betsy remarked about it. 

“You're getting to be an old stay-at- 
home, Serena,” she said. “I think I'll 
ask Don if he knows a nice fellow you 
could meet.” 

“Don’t bother, Betsy,” I told her, tos- 
sing aside the magazine I’d been read- 
ing. “If you must know, I’ve got a 
regular boyfriend.” 

Betsy was surprised. “Oh, I didn’t 
know that. I suppose I should have 
guessed, only—well, I’ve never seen 
him.” 

“You don’t bring Don 
either,” I reminded her. 

She smiled sheepishly. “I’ve a con- 
fession to make. I didn’t want Don to 
meet you or any of my girl friends. I 
purposely kept him to myself.” 

I stared at her. “Why on earth all 
the secrecy?” I asked. 

“Because I love him so much!” Betsy 
came over and sat next to me. “You 
see, he’s so wonderful that I’m afraid 
P’ll lose him to some other girl.” 

“You’ve got it bad,” I laughed. “But 
you've got nothing to fear from me.” 

“But I do,” she insisted. “It seems 
you always get what I want.” She laid 
a hand on my arm and added quickly, 
“Oh, I’m not blaming you for anything, 
Serena. You’re the best friend I have 
in the world. But—take that job in the 
doctor’s office, for example. I really 
wanted it. But you, well, you acted as if 
it didn’t make any difference what hap- 
pened. You got the job and I didn’t. 


It was the same way in school, remem- 


around, 


ber?” 

I nodded silently, not knowing what 
to say. 

A smile lighted Betsy’s face and she 
said, “Now that I know you already 
have a boy friend, I won’t be afraid for 
Don to come around. What’s his 
name?” 

“Er—Jim,” I said, using the first 
name that popped into my mind. “Jim 
Evans. I met him through Dr. Raines.” 

“Good,” she said. “Maybe we can 


double-date sometime.” 
“Sure, any time you say,” I agreed, 
knowing it would never happen. 


FTER THAT, I had to pretend I was 

going out to meet “Jim” for dates. 
I'd get all dressed up and go somewhere 
by myself, or I’d pretend to be waiting 
for a phone call from my boy friend 
and sit around the apartment until Betsy 
left. | 

It wasn’t that I couldn’t have had 
dates. I went out with several different 
fellows, but the friendships never lasted 
very long. Many times after Betsy had 
gone and I was left alone in the apart- 
ment, I’d go in my room and take off 
my good clothes. When Betsy returned 
from her date, I’d pretend that I'd come 
in just a short time before her. 

Standing before the mirror in my 
room, I’d look at myself and try to fig- 
ure out what was wrong with me. I was 
not unattractive. That was one thing I 
never fooled myself about. Eyeing my- 
self as critically as I could I knew that 
I could hold my own against most other 
girls, even though I was no raving 
beauty. 

But my figure was full and shapely; 
my features were delicately formed. 
Why, then, was it hard for me to find 
a man? And once having found one, 
why was it impossible to hold him? 

Facing the question squarely, there 
was only one answer. I had lived so 
long in a dream world in which I made 
everything perfect, no man I’d met so 
far could live up to the high standards 
I set. I was such an expert at make- 
believe that I had convinced myself that 
only a perfect “dream man” could make 
me happy. 

The fellows I went out with apparent- 
ly sensed this and quickly decided it 
would be a waste of time to compete 
against an imaginary man who existed 
only in my mind. 

But it was only on those rare occa- 
sions when I was frank with myself that 
I admitted all this. Ordinarily, I told 
myself that I was saving myself for the 
“right” man who'd come along some- 
day and sweep me off my feet. As luck 
would have it, when he did come along 
he belonged to someone else—Betsy. 

I still hadn’t met Betsy’s Don, even 
though she had suggested several times 
that we go out on double dates. I 
could never admit to her the truth— 
that I had no (Continued on Page 52) 
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Bessie was my first girl. She gave life 
a whole new meaning for me. But Herbi: 
hated Bessie, and I never dreamed why. 
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BRANDE 


When disgrace struck, run- 
ning away seemed the only 
thing to do. But you can’t 
run fast enough when you’re 


branded! 


I FEEL good tonight, sitting here in a 

deep armchair, looking over the eve- 
ning paper. It’s not just because I can 
hear the small, satisfying sounds com- 
ing from the kitchen, sounds Bessie is 
making preparing dinner. It’s not just 
because my feet are grateful for the soft 
slippers which were waiting for me here 
in front of the chair. It isn’t because | 
have a decent job with a chance for ad- 
vancement and a feeling of responsibil- 
ity. God knows, I’m grateful for all 
these things. But I was grateful for them 
last night and the night before. 

There’s something special about to- 
night; something that gives me an extra 
bang out of life. Don’t laugh when I 
tell you. I feel like a king because the 
crown prince of my little kingdom, 
Charlie, Jr., won his first fight today 
with his small boy fists. 

Charlie’s upstairs now, studying his 
lessons and waiting for Bessie to call her 
two men to the dinner table. I have to 
smile proudly, tenderly as I think back 
to my conversation with him a few min- 
utes ago. He stood tall with eight years 
of dignity, telling me how he had 
bloodied the nose of Tommy Crane. It 
wasn’t just an ordinary schoolboy 
tangle, that. It was a milestone in my 
life and in young Charlie’s; a milestone 
because it meant that Charlie had put an 
end to the first (Continued on Page 64) 








Vaking pilot film for television several 
years ago, Sammy Davis, Jr. had dancer 
Frances Taylor as show’s female interest. 
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A LITTLE OVER a year ago, I wrote a story for Ebony 
~* magazine that was titled, / Don’t Want To Get Married. 
[hen I promptly startled many readers of that article by 
announcing two months later that I was going to wed a 
Chicago model. 

But the announcement was not a shock for those who 
really understood what I had said in print. For despite the 
title, the story really revealed that the only reason I did 
not want to get married was because the right girl wasn’t in 
sight. I set up the specifications—specifications that are not 
too easy to meet because of the jet-paced world I live in— 
and then said, somewhat sadly, that I just hadn’t met such a 
girl 


But within a month of the time | wrote that story, the girl 


On Broadway as star of musical Mr. Won- 
derful, Sammy played opposite talented 
singer Olga James of Carmen Jones fame. Lincoln, also known as Gaby Wooldridge. 


GPP Ix. 2 


Gagging around at party, Sammy watches 
with amusement the antics of singer Abbey 


apparently came along. She had looks, class and poise, and 
suddenly my heart was beating a paradiddle against my ribs. 

The first time I saw Cordie King was in a swimsuit on 
the cover of Jet magazine. I asked New York columnist 
Major Robinson about her, and when I opened an engage- 
ment in Chicago a short while later, a friend introduced us. 
After that came a whirlwind courtship, a hasty engagement, 
and a betrothal that lasted too long for Cordie. We never 
kept that date before the preacher. 

A lot of people have wondered why, and a few have been 
unkind enough to say I never intended to get married, and 
that I was only using Cordie as a cover-up for the smear 
treatment I was being given by the smut magazines. But 
people who really know me knew this wasn’t so. Further- 
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Dancing cheek-to-cheek with fiery enter- 
tainer Eartha Kitt, Sammy looks like man 
in love. She was his first real romance. 







Jilted by a Chicago model, one of the nation’s most eligible bachelors de- 


clares that he is still willing to make that trek down the aisle 


with the right girl, and explains who the right girl is 


To Get Married 


By Sarmrmrmy Dawis Jr. 


more, I had admitted openly in my Ebony story that I had 
been advised to marry a Negro girl as quickly as possible 
to cover up bad publicity, and had refused to do it. I said 
at the time: “I wouldn’t prostitute myself to doing this, nor 
would I do this to any girl.” I certainly wouldn’t have done 
it to Cordie. 

What really did happen to our romance was that I went 
into a Broadway show, Mr. Wonderful, which was a tre- 
mendously gratifying professional experience, but which 
cost me, my dad, Sam, Sr., and my uncle, Will Mastin, some- 
thing like $350,000 in night club bookings. Since I had 
always lived on an allowance, even during the free-wheeling, 
high-income night club days, I suddenly found myself a 
star on Broadway with no money in my pockets. I wasn’t 


broke and in debt to the U. S. Government for back income 
taxes, like some newspaper people said, nor was the Will 
Mastin Trio, as our act is known, broke. But I just didn’t 
have that personal-spending long green that I felt I should 
have if I were going to take on a wife. 

So, the Cordie King-Sammy Davis, Jr. marriage was post- 
poned once, then again, then finally I asked Cordie to wait 
until after I came out of the Broadway show in February of 
this year. Since that meant a delay of only a few months, I 
didn’t think it would matter too much. 

But meanwhile, other pressures were building up. Be- 
cause of the hectic business life I was leading—a show every 
night, recording dates, radio, television and newspaper in- 
terviews, meeting people, studying new material and dozens 
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‘‘When you’ve been through the mill 
of love with an exciting woman like 


Eartha and a gorgeous creature 
like Cordie, well—you sort of won- 


der, where do you go from here?” 


Much-publicized photo of Sammy and actress 
Ava Gardner was used by scandal magazine 


to allude rendezvous. Arrow in photo indicates 
at least two others present, plus cameraman. 
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Posing for picture at request of a magazine photographer, Sammy Revealing engagement in Miami Beach, Fla., Sammy casts Cor- 
had not yet been introduced to girl beside him, to whom he would die adoring look. Marriage never took place, however. Several 
later become engaged—beautiful Chicago model Cordie King. months after announcement, Cordie wed Indiana businessman. 
of other things—I was unable to see as much of Cordie as I I could do nothing but wish her the best of luck and hang up. 
wanted -to when she visited me in New York. And too, she I was shocked and my ego was considerably damaged. For 
could not understand my passion for night clubs, which is a little while, I tried to be indignant about it by saying to 
the world into which I was born, reared and live. So the myself: “Who does she think she is, jilting me!” But I really 
danger signs mounted; signs that should have spelled to me knew I had had it, and my heart was dragging. I guess it 
a disastrous marriage. I refused to heed them, but appar- showed when somebody asked me about the $10,000 engage- 
. ently Cordie got the message. ment ring I had given her. “I haven’t got much use for it 
‘ Then, one night last December Cordie lowered the boom. now, I commented sadly. 
She telephoned me long distance and we chatted briefly So that was that, and now I’m right back where I started 
s about what was new with each other, and then suddenly she from, not wanting to get married because I haven’t found 
ny announced: “I got married.” There followed about three the right girl, and wanting desperately to have beside me the 
io minutes of complete silence. When I finally found my voice, one thing so necessary to a man (Continued on Page 82) 
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Latest companion of Sammy is West Indian dancer Chita Rivera (c.) who appeared with him in Broadway show. She flew to Chi- 
cago for opening of his first night club engagement after leaving New York. Sammy says they are only dating and have no marriage 
plans. Confides Sammy: “The next time around on the romantic roller coaster, I want to feel certain everything is right.” 
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There was no warning of the tragedy that struck our 


peaceful Seuthern family. It eame like lightning— 


quick and terrible, leaving me enslaved to a devil 


|S remap SLAVERY, according to the history books, ended in this country 

87 years before I was born. Yet, for me, it did not end until less than 
a year ago. No, there were no steel chains or bracelets to bind me, but some- 
thing far stronger. I was kept in human chains. 

I was the slave girl of a Mississippi sheriff and I was sold on the block at 
the price of my brother’s life. Some of the white folks said he did something 
ugly to a white lady. Only he didn’t do it. Most of the white folks knew he 
didn’t, but the sheriff had been trying to get me for a long time. I couldn’t 
stand him off any longer, because I knew he’d tell the white folks my brother 
was guilty and they wouldn’t let him live as long as a cotton boll when the 
bollwevils get to it. 

I was 15 years old that Saturday when Cousin Ruebin came down the yellow 
dirt road, covered with dust from head to foot, screaming for Mother-Dear. 

“Callie,” he said, all out of breath, “the white folks done got June Bug. 
They say he tried to get to a white woman, Mister Word’s daughter, Miss 
Jennie Lou.” 

Mother-Dear clapped her hands in front of her heaving breasts and 
screamed: “Not my June Bug. He wouldn’t do nothing like that, not my June 
Bug. Lord God! My baby, my baby.” 

I was standing there trying to hold Mother-Dear’s big body in my arms 
when old Sheriff Jim Rawlins car came down the road. I'll never forget that 
day. I could feel her chills as Mother-Dear quivered against me. 

He pulled his car to a stop in the front yard, right through Mother-Dear’s 
petunia bed. 

“Callie,” he said. “I got that boy of your’n down in my jail, and gal he’s 
in big trouble.” 

The sheriff was at least 55. He was sloppy big and his old fat stomach hid 
the belt around his waist, where his old big gun was hanging. He dipped 
snuff, and while he was supposed to be talking to Mother-Dear, he was rolling 
a match stick around in his mouth from side to side and looking at me, up and 
down. I felt real dirty and nasty inside, and frightened. Sheriff Rawlins had 
been looking at me that way since I was 12. He never said anything, but I 
knew what he was thinking. And he looked at me dirtier now than he ever did. 

Mother-Dear was pleading with him and telling (Continued on Page 79) 
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It’s just you and me from now on 


you. 





UGHTER 


It was my own selfishness that did it—that destroyed 
my mother’s happiness and left me ruined and 


ashamed 


FOREBODING SENSATION swept through me at sight of the apartment 

building. I stood on the sidewalk, just looking up at it for a long moment 
and shivered, clutching my coat tightly. The night was cold, damp—almost as if 
the Lord knew of the grim task confronting me—knew the hopelessness of my 
situation and was warning me to turn around—to go home—to run while [ still 
could. 

But I knew running was no good. I knew what I had to do, and an overwhelm- 
ing terror gnawed at my stomach, stuck in my throat and burned at my eyes. 
Resolutely I squared my shoulders and bit at my lip to stop the trembling. I forced 
myself to open the heavy door and enter the familiar hallway. And I remembered. 
too, as I entered the building, that once this had been home to me—thax I had been 
happy here, and that I had cast off the cloak of happiness heedlessly. But it wasn’t 
my lost happiness that had sent me back with a chilled heart and a prayer sealed 
on my lips; Dear God, I'll go through with it—I’ll go on living—but please, please 
—make it right for her—and John. 

I knew only too well that when I had heedlessly shattered my world I had shat- 
tered Mother’s chance for happiness, too. And John’s. Now John sat alone in his 
apartment—bitter, miserable and with a deep hatred for me. I felt the all too 
familiar flush of shame creep up my neck, spread across my face in just the heart- 

29 





I loved only Mother and 
Chick. But I betrayed Moth- 
er, and Chick betrayed me 





breaking realization of my problem— 
knowing all too well that John thought 
[ was selfish, spoiled, impossible! But 
he didn’t know about this other yet. 

Would I be able to reach John— 
break down the cold wall of hate and 
tell him of my deep remorse, and of 
Mother? He’d listen to what I had to 
tell him of Mother! He just had to. I 
glanced up to his apartment. The light 
shone through the transom. There was a 
light in the apartment where Mother and 
I had lived, too. How could I ever have 
thought I was too good to live in it— 
in this neighborhood? I could still see, 
in my mind’s eye, the comfortable cozy 
apartment Mother had made into a 
home for us. I could still see Mother, 
coming through the door in the late 
afternoon, her arms laden with groceries 
she had bought at the corner grocery on 
her way home. She’d be all out of 
breath but smiling. She’d set the gro- 
ceries on the kitchen work shelf, stoop 
down and give me a tight squeeze, and 
I'd breathe real deep thinking how nice 
she always smelled. I knew she was the 
prettiest, nicest Mommy anyone ever 
had. 

And she told me all about my father 

how much he had loved us, how good 
he had been to us before the car had 
struck him down. Daddy had been a 
singer in a night club. He and Mother 
had married when he didn’t even have a 


steady job. But Mother knew he’d be 
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famous some day. And he would have 
been. He’d just had an audition as solo- 
ist with a big name band and was to 
sign a long-term contract. He and 
Mother went out to celebrate. Later they 
took a taxi home and as Father stepped 
out, a car raced out of a side street, 
careened crazily, then struck him. 
Mother said he died in the hospital that 
night. Mother was with him. He’d been 
conscious, had said, “Suzy has talent, 
dear. Make her take advantage of it— 
music lessons if you can manage—” 
Mother had promised, and I can appre- 
ciate now the price Mother had paid to 
keep that promise. 

Mother went to work for Mr. Kessler. 
He ran a modeling agency—the only one 
in our city. Her hours were short, which 
is primarily the reason she took it, so 
she’d have more time with me. She’d 
hold me on her lap after dinner, murmur 
softly but fiercely, “We'll make it, baby. 
We'll get a piano and give you lessons. 
Daddy wanted you to have lessons. He 
loved us so much, we'll be happy, and 
you'll be successful just like he wanted 
—always.” 

Or she’d be brushing my hair and 
stop suddenly, bury her face in it and 
sort of sob, “Darling, you’re so much 
like your Daddy. Every day you grow 
to look more like him. You’ll be musical 
like him—he said you were. We'll get a 
piano soon and give you lessons.” 

We did get a piano and [ started 


sre 


taking lessons. Mother would sit beside 
me as I practiced each evening, encour. 
aging. And I progressed rapidly. Miss 
Evans, my teacher, told Mother over 
and over how proud she was of my 
progress. It sent a warm glow over me, 
I so wanted to please Mother. 

There isn’t much I remember of my 
early school years. They passed with. 
out significance. I dutifully trudged off 
to school each day, but my heart wasn’t 
in it. I didn’t make friends. I was 
lonesome, yet didn’t want to be with 
anyone but Mother. 

And we did have happy times to- 
gether. She’d take me places—to the 
zoo, or to the park, and I’d feel so hap- 
py and proud just to be with her, my 
hand tucked firmly in hers, skipping 
along beside her. And I’d remember 
how happy she was that I looked like 
my daddy, and that nice warm feeling 
would sweep through me again. 

Then when I was twelve years old | 
began taking vocal lessons. Mr. An- 
derson was my teacher. I didn’t much 
like him—he made me work hard— 
but I did it to please Mother. I was in 
junior high then and was beginning to 
make friends with my classmates. And 
Mother was real pleased when I brought 
Karen Wallace home with me after 
school. Karen was one of the most pop- 
ular girls in my class and I was thrilled 
just to be seen with her. So when she 
said she’d come home with me and stay 
for dinner I was practically speechless I 
was so proud. Karen’s parents both 
worked, and Karen had beautiful 
clothes. If I’d only known—been 
warned some way—of the greed hidden 
in my soul that my friendship with Ka- 
ren was to unearth. But I didn’t know 
until too late. 

I could tell right at the start that 
Mother had made a big impression on 
Karen. Karen whispered to me just as 
soon as Mom went into the kitchen to 
start dinner. “Gee, Suzy, your mother’s 
a knockout. Looks like a real live movie 
star. Wow!” 

“Mother’s a model,” I explained, 
pleased that Karen thought she was 
beautiful. But my heart sank with Ka- 
ren’s next exclamation. She looked 
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about the tiny apartment with cool eyes. 


“Gosh, your mom’s a model? She 
doesn’t work very steady, huh?” 

I felt my face flush with a quick 
anger. I looked around the apartment 
seeing it through Karen’s eyes—seeing 
its shabbiness. It had always been home 
—Mom here with her bright smile and 
encouraging pat. 

“Mom works for Mr. Kessler,” I said 
defensively. “She works steady but it 
costs a lot for my music lessons—” My 
voice trailed off as Mom entered the 
room, her eyes opened wide and ques- 
tioningly. I felt the old pride in just 
the sight of her, and I let the warm 
feeling come over me. 

“Dinner is ready, girls. Do you have 
any plans for the evening?” 

I shook my head. Karen spoke up 
quickly, “No, Mrs. Heath. But I have 
to be home by 8:30.” 

“Oh, that’s a shame. I’d have liked to 
take you both to the theater. There’s a 
good picture on at the Circle. But may- 
be another time.” 

“Gee, Mom, I wish it wasn’t so late 
already” 

“I saw the picture at the Circle last 
night,” Karen said bluntly. I felt my 
mouth gape open, saw Mother raise her 
eyes quickly, then her face settled into 
its usual pleasant expression. 

“That’s nice, dear. Did you enjoy it?” 

“Oh, it was just so-so. Like all the 
I wished I was as 


” 
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rest.” Karen said. 
worldly wise as Karen. 

“You must go to a lot of shows,” | 
said, looking down at my plate, pur- 
posely avoiding Mother’s eyes. Some- 
how I wished I hadn’t said it. It made 
me feel disloyal to Mother. 

“Quite a few, I guess. Two or three 
a week.” Karen shrugged as she spoke. 

Mother spoke quickly, “That’s quite a 
few.” She rose from the table and 
added, “You girls do whatever you like. 
I'll do the dishes. Are your parents 
coming for you, Karen?” 

“No. It’s just a few blocks. I can 
walk.” 

But Karen didn’t walk. Mother 
phoned for a taxi, paid the driver and 
instructed him to see Karen to her front 
door. Karen protested half-heartedly, 
but she was too much under Mother’s 
spell to really openly object. 

I almost wished I hadn’t brought 
Karen home with me—I’d been happy 
with my home before. Now I could 


only see it through Karen’s eyes—see its 
worn shabbiness. 


UT ALL THOUGHTS of Karen and 
our apartment were swept from my 
mind when Mother learned of the trag- 
edy in our apartment building. Every- 
one in the whole building felt so badly 
about it—so terribly sorry. Edith Og- 
den was dying of cancer. Every day 
Mother sent me, or went herself, to see 
if there was something we could do. 
We took them baked things: pie, a plat- 
ter of fresh fried chicken. We sat with 
Edith Ogden while her husband got a 
little rest—or ran an errand. Mother 
told me that Mrs. Ogden was terribly 
ill, under heavy dosages of narcotics all 
of the time because of the intense pain, 
and that at this stage of cancer there 
was no cure. It was only a matter of 
time. At first I could hardly bear to go 
into the room—to see the lifeless face— 
the thin body hardly making a wrinkle 
under the blanket. But I did go because 
Mother wanted me to. Every day the 
doctor would come, leave instructions 
with Mr. Ogden, then Mr. Ogden and 
the other tenants in the building did the 
rest. Mr. Ogden was a public account- 
ant, and managed some how to keep 
working, yet spend time with his wife. 
All the women in the building marveled 
at how well Mr. Ogden was standing up 
—how well he was taking it all. Even 
Mother seemed to think he was doing 
something heroic. It made me sick—the 
way they all carried on. Poor Mrs. 
Ogden slowly dying—already looking 
dead. While John Ogden was real heal- 
thy. And sort of handsome—not at all 
smooth—but conservative and big, and 
Mom said his gentleness and soft voice 
reminded her a little of my own Father. 
I should have put my guard up then, 
when she said that—but I felt too sorry 
for Mrs. Ogden to think much about her 
husband. 

And Mrs. Ogden hung on, day after 
day. I continued with my music lessons 
and with the routine of school. I was 
making more friends all the time, and 
didn’t feel as bashful as I had in grade 
school. 

One night Mother let me go home 
with Karen to spend the night. It was 
the first time in my whole life I’d ever 
been away from Mother at night. 

Karen’s mom and dad came in about 


6:30. They had a drink they called a 


martini, then Mrs. Wallace put some 
pre-cooked frozen Chinese food in the 
oven and heated it. It was the kind I’d 
seen advertised in the magazines. We 
had dinner in no time. 

And, golly, but their apartment was 
a real honey—real plush. No wonder 
Karen had looked at Mom’s and mine 
so disdainfully. 

I thought about it all evening—wish- 
ing we could have a better place—not as 
elegant as Karen’s, maybe, but nicer 
than the one we had. If Mom could 
make more money—when I got older 
and could make us both rich with my 
singing—some day— 

While we were getting ready for bed 
Karen showed me her clothes. Gee, but 
she had lots of them. A whole rack of 
skirts, pleated, plaid, all kinds. And a 
drawer full of downy soft sweaters, soft 
colors, bright shouting colors. And her 
room—her own room was a real love. 
I’d seen pictures of rooms like hers in 
magazines and in the movies. I felt the 
mirrored dressing table, the frothy or- 
gandy curtains at the windows, the flow- 
ered matching bed spread. I caressed 
them with my eyes, let my fingers stroke 
them lightly while Karen wasn’t watch- 
ing. Golly, I sighed, happy for the little 
taste of luxury. 

In bed, Karen asked in a whisper, 
“What you going to do when you finish 
school?” 

I didn’t have to think about it. I’d 
known all my life what I was going to 
do. “I’m going to be a singer, just like 
my daddy was.” 

“Gosh, I’m not going to work. I’m 
going to marry a rich man. Mom’s al- 
ways worked and what’s it got her? It’s 
like she says, if she had it to do over 
she’d marry a man that had already 
made his pile.” 

“But your mother and father are 
rich!” I whispered in astonishment. 
“This beautiful apartment, your lovely 
clothes.” 

“Phooey! They are still working, 
just like your Mother. How come your 
Mother doesn’t marry some rich guy? 
With her looks—” 

My heart stood still, frozen in shock. 
Mother marry again! The thought was 
terrifying. I was glad it was dark, that 
no one could see me. Finally I said de- 
fensively, “Mother doesn’t want to get 
married again—ever. She still loves my 
father. And (Continued on Page 55) 

31 








We were dancing as the room slowly swirled 
around me in the sickening reality that it 
would be “goodbye” and not “good-night.” 


I never meant to fall in love with Roy, but 


when it happened there was nothing I could do about 


it. I didn’t realize that ours was a love that even 


my own family would never be able to accept 


NEVER THOUGHT MUCH about being white. Like everything 
else in my life, I simply took it for granted. Even now, as I 
stood in a stuffy phone booth, miles away from home—pleading for 
a chance to live my own life—the total picture seemed uncomplicated 
and normal. Only the shrill, fearful voice of my sister brought me 
back to reality. 
“Liz! Elizabeth, answer me!” 
Grace’s voice was pitched high with anxiety and dismay. Her 
words were harsh with concern. I knew that the news 
I had telephoned home would upset her but I never 
thought my sister could become so emotional and un- 
reasoning. 
“Yes, Grace .. .” I answered slowly, with defeat. 
“Liz, you know you can’t marry that. . . that man. 
Why, you haven’t even known him that long. He 
might be a criminal . . . a dope addict . . . anything! 
What’s gotten into you? Do I have to spell it out for 
you? In some states, it’s against the law to do what 
you're doing!” (Continued on Page 70) 








v—~~ OLLEGE-TRAINED RACHAEL ROBINSON is a wise young woman. She realizes that 
4 > in the hour of decision, each person must make up his own mind. She also 
knows the best judgments are achieved when the person has a friend with 
4 whom he may talk over his problems, express his thoughts, and ex- 
A change ideas. Rachael Robinson is her husband’s friend, the con- 
fidante of Jackie Robinson who for 10 years was the most controversial 
figure in American baseball. He was the player most “cussed” 
ind discussed, the idol of millions, the target of crackpots, 



























white supremacists, and the fans of rival teams. he 

As a Negro pioneer in major league baseball, the Brook- he 
yn Dodgers’ Robinson suffered and endured unprintable hs ~ 
insults, yet also experienced the heady solace of adula- | 

on ; ; S 

tion. Throughout those years, crowded with pitfalls  < 
und momentous decisions, his home was a safe harbor 
ifter a storm, a place of celebration after a victory; his 


wife, an unfailing source of comfort and sagacity. She ~ 
always had “the right words and the right ideas.” KAS 
Virs. Robinson denies she ever played the role of men- pe 
o/s 


tor attributed to her by sports writers. Her dark eyes 
flashing, she declares: “During Jack’s years in baseball 
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By GERRI MAJOR 
Here is the story of the wife and confidante of 
America’s first and greatest Negro baseball star 
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l'raveling overseas with baseball wives during husband's last days as a Brooklyn Dodger, Mrs. Jackie Robinson (arrow) sips tea 
apanese style in Tokyo. During Jackie’s first historic year in major leagues, she never missed a game. The pair worked out system of 
signals that offered Jackie morale boost through period when teammates, opponents and fans still opposed Negro in white baseball. 
! 








The Robinsons’ dream house stands on hill on three-acre tract in Stamford, Conn. The 12-room structure took three years to build. 
House was started when family bought it, revised plans. The house, which lavishly accommodates the Robinsons and their three chil- 
dren is estimated to be in the $100,000 class, although neither Jackie nor his wife has yet revealed the actual cost of the estate. 
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string filming of The Jackie Robinson Story, Mrs. Robinson joins 
ference between associate producer Joel Nadel and Jackie. 
e told of Jackie’s rise from college athlete to baseball star. 


Virs. Jackie Robinson helped 
er husband in making his 
oughest decision, whether or 


10t to quit the game he loved 


vife of a baseball star, Mrs. Jackie Robinson found herself a 
of the celebrity world peopled by such exciting figures as en- 
tainer Harry Belafonte and UN troubleshooter Ralph Bunche. 


=, 


I helped him to understand how his ac- 
tions appeared to the public—to his 
fans, to the people who read about him. 
I tried to assist him in setting up stand- 
ards to govern his conduct. I never up- 
braided him, or made him feel that he 
was in the wrong. 

“Jack has a strong competitive spirit, 
a great will to win. He sometimes lost 
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On Jinx Falkenburg television show, Mrs. Robinson explains 
baseball strategy to Jinx and viewers. She denies she played role 
of wise advisor to Jackie, but admits aiding his public relations, 


himself in the excitement of a game. 
When he participated in amateur sports 
in college, he had difficulty controlling 
his temper. His behavior was abnormal 
during the first two years in professional 
baseball, when he kept himself in com- 
plete check, and the tension was not 
good for him. As he made a place for 
himself on the team, I felt he should be 
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As busy homemaker, Rachael Robinson works with the most mod- 
ern of conveniences. Kitchen is paneled in birch, has triple sinks, 
wall ovens. Glass cabinets divide kitchen from breakfast nook. 
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allowed freedom of expression. 

“Our most taxing year was 1947, 
Jack’s- first with the Dodgers,” recalls 
Mrs. Robinson. “I never missed a game 
that season, and Jack and I worked out 
a system of little signals—winks, smiles, 
hand movements—to convey our feel- 
ings. It seemed to help Jack to see me 
and to know I was pulling for him. 


Ra 2D Fanny 


Using master panel of the house’s inter-communication system, 
Mrs. Robinson can reach any room in her home, as well as their 
nearby private lake, which family uses for swimming, boating. 


As newspaper reader, Jackie often finds himself in print. He was 
considered a favorite of the press until he gave Look magazine 
exclusive story on his retirement from baseball last December. 
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When he lost a ball game, we stayed in 
the house, read or listened to records. 
Sometimes when he won, we would cele- 
brate by dining at a secret rendezvous, 
or by going to the theater or a concert.” 

Although he had many difficult deci- 
sions to make on the ball field, Jackie 
was faced with one of far greater import 
at home where he never “blows off.” In 
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Running home for three children and Jackie, who is now a $30,- 
000-a-year businessman, requires careful planning on part of Mrs. 
Robinson. She has much time to herself as kids are in school. 





Birthday celebrations in Robinson household call for traditional 
candle-blowing ceremony with youngsters Sharon, David and 
Jackie Jr. Quitting baseball gave Jackie more time with children. 


December 1956, fifteen minutes before 
he received news of his sale to the New 
York Giants, the first Negro member of 
the Brooklyn team signed a contract, 
‘effective March 1, 1957, which made 
him the first Negro vice-president of the 
Chock Full O’Nuts restaurant chain in 
New York City. 


His decision (Continued on Page 62) 
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LEASE LET ME come up to your place, 
Jerry,” Doll begged. “I’ve been wanting to 


ask you this for weeks but I’ve just never had 


the nerve. I want to be alone with you—if only 
for just a few minutes. Please, Jerry.” 

She was lovely, this Doll. My eyes kindled 
ever so slightly as they travelled over the face 
which could have graced a cameo; the small 
fine features, the bronze-colored, unblemished 
skin. She had a brooding warmth in those dark 
brown eyes, a warmth which would make any 
red-blooded man speculate that it must match 
the unleased force and the innate grace of her 
walk, the way she carried herself. She had a 
figure as close to the approved requirements of 
every bathing beauty contest which has ever 
been held, as close as she was to me just now in 
the tiny booth of the cocktail bar. The subtle 
scent of her sweetness set me a little dizzy. 

“Please, Jerry,” she repeated. 

I knew | was going to give in; that the long 
weeks of restraint on my part were cracking fast 
under the assault of the boldness which had come 
to Doll with the fifth highball. Momentarily, I 
was furious with myself for having gotten into 
this position. Here I was, one of America’s lead- 
ing Negro producers—not just a man about town 
—a man about the nation; veteran of show 
business in Atlantic City, Miami, Las Vegas, 


And I had 


youngster, a virtual baby in the chorus line, out- 


California and Manhattan. let a 
smart me. Worst of it was, I had seen it coming. 
Ever since Doll had reported for work that 
morning two months ago, I’d been able to under- 
stand what went on behind the quiet heat in those 
brown eyes; what buzzed inside that pretty little 
head. 

I’d seen so many of them come and go and | 


could read them like a schoolboy reads a mash 


note from the girl at the desk in front of his. 
Doll Ray was one of those ruthlessly determined 
daughters of good family who had defied her 
background to get into the bright light life. She 
was the type who sized up situations and plunged, 
who gambled to win with a reckless intensity. 
She was the kind of girl who knew the score, who 
knew how often girls like her could cut through 
the long years of struggling to the top, finding a 
short cut to stardom by being naughty with the 
right people. I had checked in a mental warning 
that first morning when she tripped up to me 
with the deceitfully demure and modest manner. 
[ had underscored the warning time after time, 
during rehearsals, when I caught her eyes on 
me, speculative and scheming. There are a 
thousand small, significant ways for a clever girl 
to tell a man she’s his for the asking. Doll Ray 
And I knew that she was out to 
snare herself a producer, someone who could give 


knew them all. 


her that quick boost which means the difference 
between the anonymity of the chorus line and 
the marqueed magnificence of stardom. 

And now she had trapped me. Pretending to be 
a bit more under the influence of her liquor than 
she was, pretending to be fighting her way 
through an inborn modesty to unburden herself 
of a great heart-consuming emotion, she had 
trapped me. It had been Doll’s idea, casual 
enough, that I take her home from rehearsal, that 
we stop for a drink in celebration of the success- 
ful dress rehearsal. 

“Okay, Doll,” I told her softly. “I'll take you 
to my place. It’s against my better judgment. 
But I'll do it. You might be in for a surprise.” 

A faint frown creased her forehead. Then it 
was suddenly erased. 

“Thank you, Jerry,” Doll toldme. “Thank you.” 


This girl would make (Continued on Page 74) 
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Be a PRIVATE EYE © 
for HOME SAFETY 





Find Home Dangers 
in time! 
28,000 DIE YEARLY 
in Home Accidents! 


YO 


die from fires —falls— 
suffocation — poisons, 
ALL unguarded medicines, household 
chemicals, liquid fuels are dangerous. 
Keep them out of reach—out of sight. 


14,000 YOUNG and OLD 
DIE FROM FALLS ALONE! 





stay alert! stay alive! 


Make all your family 


“PRIVATE EYES” 


Contributed as a public service by 
: 9 THE ADVERTISING COUNCIL 
bof) THE NATIONAL SAFETY COUNCIL 


Uh tp 








— THE promise to “love, 

honor and obey” is made during a 
dignified church ceremony or in the 
privacy of the home, a woman’s wed- 
ding day is forever precious and signif- 
icant. Once, lavish weddings were an 
evidence of money and means. But to- 
day, as families go their separate ways 
or due to time, distance or money, it is 
often impossible to be married in the 
familiar childhood home or church. If 
you are one of this season’s lucky (but 
thrifty) crop of June brides, why not 
consider the small wedding? 

Usually, by mutual consent, a couple 
will over-rule the objections of the 
bride’s family, insist on a small wed- 
ding and save the money for a romantic 
honeymoon trip or furnishing their 
apartment. The small wedding, besides 
being economical, is often more inti- 
mate and relaxed for everyone con- 
cerned. 

Although the wedding is small, it 
does take planning. The setting of the 
home ceremony must be carefully 
chosen. It may be near a fireplace, be- 
tween two windows or any spot which 
is easily decorated with flowers and 
candles. The simplicity of the small 
wedding, in the presence of the imme- 
diate family and close friends, is most 
effective. Another pleasing spot for the 
ceremony, weather permitting, is a gar- 
den, particularly if there is a natural 
flower background. 

Often a couple living miles from their 
respective family and friends may 
choose to go quietly to a minister or 
priest. The marriage will be performed 
in the presence of two witnesses, the 
bride’s maid (or matron) of honor and 
the groom’s best man. An organist or a 
pianist may play the traditional Lohen- 
grin during the ceremony and when 
there are more than a handful of guests, 
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a soloist may also be desired. 

This matter of money, as far as the 
actual ceremony is concerned, must be 
handled carefully. Under no circum- 
stances, no matter how modest the 
bride’s family circumstances, does the 
groom or his family give the wedding. 
This rule helps to keep the bride’s dig- 
nity as well as that of her family. If she 
has no immediate family, a_ close 
friend (often the maid or matron of 
honor) offers her home or financial sup- 
port. 

Invitations for the small wedding may 
be word-of-mouth or even a short note. 
Again, if the bride’s parents are dead, a 
near relative or friend may issue the in- 
vitation. Often, in the absence of such 
help, the bride may simply invite her 
friends by telephone. These invitations, 
unlike the formal ones, are quite flexible 
and do not need the customary four 
weeks advance notice. 

Many small weddings, especially those 
given in a private home, are followed 
by a reception. The family or friends 
of the bridal pair often make the mis- 
take of taking out furniture in order to 
“make room for the guests.” The whole 
purpose of the reception is to wish the 
bride and groom happiness. After the 
guest has complimented the bride con- 
gratulated the groom, and had some re- 
freshment, it is time for him to leave. 
Only a thoughtless guest takes up room 
after fulfilling this obligation! 

The reception for the small wedding 
usually takes the form of tea or coffee” 
served with cake, ice cream, and sand-— 
wiches. Or, it may be only punch an 
cookies. Whatever the menu, happine 
and the cozy companionship of go¢ 
friends is the most important ingredient. 
Remember, whatever your choice, it’s 
your wedding—small or large, youre 
just as happy and just as married! , 
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Fiscures with a future 


} OUNG GIRLS today are conscious 
of their figures and they certainly 
ave a right to be. Whether they are 
ll or short, big or little, nature has a 
plan for the figure, and it is up to the 
dividual to make the most of this plan. 
[here are certain rules to be followed 
hat will help to build a good figure for 
iture years. Some girls develop at an 
irly age, and others may be a bit slow- 
Steps toward figure control should 
begin in the early teens. Before one ac- 
juires desirable poundage in the right 
laces, there is the awkward stage of too 
ttle in one place or too much in others, 
but these conditions are usually tempo- 
ry, and proper eating, exercise and 
st will correct these figure faults. As a 
ung girl starts to grow up she should 
taught the importance of a girdle in 
ntrolling the figure and making her 
ore attractive, whether she is heavy or 
1in. Choosing the appropriate garment 
suit the requirements of the figure is 
jst important. Shown on these pages 
a collection of girdles and bras, de- 
gned by Formfit, that are easy to wear 
nd that will mold the teen-age figure 
a well proportioned adult figure. 


prt 


The Hi-Thi Bobbi panty girdle has a deli- 
cate rosebud embroidered front panel, fits 
like glove. Worn with matching cotton bra. 


By 


For the average figure is a Bobbi panty 
girdle of nylon tricot elasticized in thé 
right places. Beginners bra is white cotte 











Building a good figure requires planning and an 


awareness of the rules of the game. Here’s how to 


get started on the right track with figure control 








> Bobbi,” for the early 
to control those first 
be uncomfortable. 
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For formal wear is a black padded 
___ strapless “Brassaliere” in cotton 
_ White “Brassaliere” is of mylon. 










Hi-waist girdle (1.) has ribbon 
front. “Revel” bra is embroiderea 
Panty girdle (r.) has lace trim. 






Power net girdle with embroidered 
nylon panel is lightly boned at waist. 
Long-line bra is made of nylon. 









Lacy frills and embroidered nylon add delicacy to 


garments that mold the young feminine frame. Choos- 


ing the one that is just right for you is all important 





Contoured elastic lace knit panty gir- 
dle has frilly nylon and lace trim at 
legs, and tiny rosebuds at waistline. 
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MOTHER and DAUGHTER FASHIONS 


Cummerbund dress buttons down front, 
nd is made of Fuller’s Dip ’n Dry Fuller- 
et print. Pattern No. 8105, sizes 8 to 20; 

No. 8156, sizes 4 to 12, 


NE IS the time for vacations and gradua- 

tions, and it is also time for the whole 
family to dress up in crisp summer outfits. 
Coordinated family fashions are headline 
news, and when mother can get such clever 
styles and easy-to-sew patterns of every de- 
scription, she can cut the clothing budget in 
half. Little girls love to dress like their 
mothers, for it gives them a grown up feeling. 
Shown on these pages are chic matching 
summer outfits for mother and daughter. 








Coat and dress ensemble. Coat 

is made of Indian Head adll- 

purpose cotton in permanent 

finish. Pattern No. 7893, sizes 

10 to 18: No. 7946, sizes 
4 to 12. 


Dress length bow tie aprons 

are made of “Sheer Enchant- 

ment” Rosebud printed lawn 

by Dan River. Pattern No. 

8158, sizes 10 to 20; Pattern 
No. 8159, sizes 2 to 8. 


Dresses for ensemble are made 

of drip-dry “Lancaster” print. 

Pattern No. 7893, sizes 10 to 

18; No. 7946, sizes 4 to 12. 

Bags by Britemode; Hats by 
Betmar. 





ADVANCE PATTERNS 


may be purchased in leading department stores 
—or send in the following coupon: 


TAN MAGAZINE 


HOME SERVICE DEPARTMENT 
1820 SOUTH MICHIGAN AVENUE 
CHICAGO 16, ILLINOIS 


ENCLOSED IS CENTS IN STAMPS 
PLEASE SEND PATTERNS AS INDICATED: 





8105 56 7893 
SIZE ma SIZE canes SIZE ‘amas 











7946 8158 8159 
SIZE santas SIZE ‘ee SIZE om 



































Woman To 
Another... 


You can't beat TAN’s Home Service Sec- 
tion for that personalized feminine approach 
to the latest trends in fashions, beauty and 
modern living. 

Prepared by Home Service Director Freda 
DeKnight, here is a magazine section de- 
signed just for you. 


And it's there every month in TAN. 
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GRADUATION SNACKS 


UNE IS SUCH a busy month that mothers have more than their 
share to do with graduation plans and parties. In order that this 
will not be such a problem, it is good to think and plan ahead for 
juick, easy menus. If the table is set and the major part of the food 
prepared ahead of time, mother can dash home and have everything 
ready when the hungry crowd arrives. Shown on these pages are 


tasty, unusual snacks that are sure to make a real hit with everyone. 


Make-It-Yourself Buffet 
For delicious do-it-yourself sandwiches, cook a large piece of corned 
beef with spices. Then chill thoroughly and slice thin. Place sliced 
corned beef on a large wooden tray with fresh split and buttered ham- 
burger rolls, a sharp mustard relish, sliced tomatoes and assorted pickles. 
As an accompaniment, have a macaroni and vegetable salad, a large 
homemade coconut cake or homemade cookies, with the gang’s favorite 
punch, bottled drinks and lemonade. Have iced tea or coffee for grownups. 


For a tasty party plate, serve two-tiered tomato molds, potato chips, and 
open-faced deviled ham sandwiches. To make molds, stir 1 envelope of 
Knox gelatine in 3%4 cup of cold milk. Dissolve over hot water. Cool. 
Blend in 2 cups cream style cottage cheese, % cup diced green pepper, 
salt, 1 small grated onion, 1 cup diced celery. Place in 12 small molds. 
Chill. Make a plain tomato aspic. Chill until thick but soft. Spoon on 
top of cottage cheese mixture in molds. Chill until very firm. Unmold 
salad on lettuce leaves and top with your favorite salad dressing. 











Individual Relish Molds 
Crisp relish molds are an excellent accompaniment with cold meat cuts. To make the molds, 
sprinkle 2 envelopes Knox Gelatine on 1 cup cold water to soften. Place over boiling water 
and stir until gelatine is dissolved. Add 1 tsp. salt; cool. Combine 1 cup mayonnaise, 1 cup 
sour cream, 2 tbsps. prepared mustard, and a dash of Tabasco; gradually add gelatine mix- 
ture, stirring until blended. Add 1 small grated onion, 1 cup pickle relish, % cup diced green 
pepper, 1 cup chopped cucumber, 14/2 cups diced celery, 4% cup chopped stuffed olives. Turn 
into 12 individual molds; chill until firm. Turn out on tray. Decorate molds with pimiento 
stars. Serve with assorted cold cuts, a twangy sauce, and a crisp, mixed green salad. 


















Side feather swirl starts with two deep, soft waves be- 





For a crown of feather curls with a smooth, flat top, 





hind the ear, and swerves to one side with a smooth hair has been cut, and curls are not too tight, making 


IS A well-known fact that 


styles repeat themselves as time 


ss on. Many will have new 
:mes, but the effect is the same. 
prove this point, some hair 
lists are stressing a new feather 
|. For women who like hair 
rt and smart, these styles are 
rtainly crowning points of beau- 
After the haircut and initial 
rl, the hair can be kept in place 
ith a little care and a few clips at 
ight, and will look very chic when 
ymbed. This hair style can 
lve the problem of well-groomed 
during summer months. 
ywn on this page are three easy 
ather curl styles. 


crown, and rows of soft easy curls for side fullness. 










Heart-shaped feather curl is created 
when hair is cut to form soft point 
in back, curls fluffed wide in front. 


them easy to work with, easy to fall in place. 
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WHAT YOU SHOULD 


KNOW ABOUT POLIO 


By Dr. EDWARD W. BEASLEY 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 
HE WARM, care-free summer Polio symptoms are much like that of 


months and polio, the most terrify- 
ing of all children’s diseases, seem to 
arrive together. Polio, or infantile paral- 
ysis, as it is sometimes called, is a 
double threat. Not only does it cripple 
—it can also kill. As a parent, you owe 
it to your child and yourself to know 
the facts about the disease which struck 
some 16,000 Americans in 1956. 

Thanks to medical science, however, 
the battle against polio is being won. 
It is known that polio is caused by a 
tiny organism known as a virus, the 
smallest of all infectious substances to 
cause disease in humans. The polio 
virus is especially attracted to the nerve 
cells of the spinal cord and brain. When 
the virus enters this region, it grows and 
spreads until the nerves are either in- 
jured or killed. Since no new nerves 
grow to replace the injured ones, muscle 
weakness or paralysis occurs. This is 
because the nerve cells in the spinal 
cord are the relay centers which flash 
nerve messages from the brain to the 
muscles. If there is an interruption (a 
dead or injured nerve), the message 
doesn’t get through. Fortunately, if the 
nerve cells are not too badly damaged, 
they do recover. 

Infantile paralysis is a communicable 
or “catching” disease. Scientists have 
proved that it is passed by close personal 
contact, usually within a household be- 
tween someone carrying the virus and 
the possible victim. Many polio virus- 
carriers do not show recognizable symp- 
toms of the disease and often do not 
come down with it themselves. These 
people may have been exposed to polio 
many times in daily contacts at work, 
on crowded buses or in movie theatres. 
Some have even built up a complete or 
» Partial immunity against one or more 
of the many polio viruses. 


cold. 
” ° 

season,” anyone with a headache, sore 

throat, muscles, 

fever, dizziness, stiffness in the neck or 


the common During the “polio 


upset stomach, sore 
back and difficulty in breathing or swal- 
lowing may be harboring the polio 
virus. One or more of these signs may 
be evidence of non-paralytic polio. 

The Salk vaccine, first introduced by 
Dr. Jonas Salk in 1955, has proved 
successful in fighting paralytic polio. 
By injecting the vaccine, the production 
of polio-fighting antibodies is stimulat- 
ed. If the body is infected with polio 
virus, these antibodies (which came 
from the vaccine) can keep the deadly 
virus from reaching the nerve cells and 
prevent paralysis. 

Vaccinate your child immediately, 
since it takes seven to eight months for 
the three vaccine shots to work effective- 
ly. Consult county 
health officer for information about the 


public vaccination clinics. Many com- 


your doctor, or 


munities offer free vaccine to children, 
and expectant mothers since they appear 
more susceptible to polio. 

Remember, if your child gets polio, it 
isn’t your fault! No amount of parental 
supervision of a child can prevent him 
coming into contact with the micro- 
scopic virus. But there are certain pre- 
cautions which should be taken at this 
time: avoid overtiring and chilling; 
avoid movie theatre or swimming 
crowds; and avoid putting anything in- 
to the mouth which is not clean. Chil- 
dren are full of fun and mischief, espe- 
cially during vacation, so it will be a 
little hard to supervise their every ac- 
tivity. In any case, don’t get excited if 
your child develops suspicious symp- 
toms. Don’t jump to conclusions. Be 
calm and notify your doctor immediate- 
ly of your child’s symptoms. 








This Can Be You Making 
$65 or More In Spare Hours 


© Yes, you can make $65 or more in your spare 
time. And you can do it easily as the Lucky Heart 
Cosmetic Representative in your neighborhood . . . 
welcomed and respected everywhere. Thousands of 
men and women are now making $50 to $250 regu- 
larly, You can do it, too . . . regardless of age or 
ape experience. Lucky Heart shows you how— 
elps you to get big money and a better way of life 
for you and your family. 


It's easy . .. this Lucky Heart way. As a Lucky 
Heart Representative, just call on friends, relatives, 
neighbors . . . people you know and like. They al- 
ready know about nationally advertised Lucky Heart 
Cosmetics. So all you have to do is show and dem- 
onstrate. First orders lead to big repeat orders . . . 
coming in to you all year round. 


You can't lose. You start with nationally advertised 
quality cosmetics at sensible prices. Then you add 
personal service and personal advice in the comfort 
and convenience of the customers’ homes. That’s 
something they can’t buy in any store! This unbeat- 
able combination is a sure way for you to have big 
money . . . and a better way of life for you and 
yours. 


Decide now. Get the facts you’ll want to have about 
the big money, the better future that awaits you 
when you ome a welcome and respected Lucky 
Heart Representative. Just fill in and mail the cou- 
pon below today. We’ll send you full information 
promptly—no charge or obligation. 


Coby 


DEPT. 


COSMETICS 
2F, MEMPHIS, TENN. 


DISPLAY CASE 
OFFER 


Lucky Heart Representa- 
tives receive this fashion- 
ably smart, full-sized Cos- 
metic Display Case, com- 
pletely filled with full- 
sized Cosmetics, product 
— and demonstra- 
lors. 
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LUCKY HEART, Dept. 2F 
400 Mulberry St., Memphis 2, Tenn. 
Yes! | am interested in more money 
and a better way of life. Without cost or 








obligation rush full details and your 
Display Case Offer! 
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Lies Cost Me My Love 


(Continued from Page 19) 


escort. But one evening when I got home 
from work, Betsy called from her job and 
told me that she would have to work late. 

“T don’t know how long they’ll keep me 
here, Serena,” she said mournfully. “Things 
ire all messed up, because I was supposed 
to meet Don for dinner.” 

“Gee, that’s too bad, honey,” I said con- 
solingly. 

“Don is sure to phone when I don’t show 
up.” she went on, “so will you tell him 
what happened?” 

“Of course I will. Don’t worry about a 
thing.” 

\bout half an hour later, Don called and 
asked for Betsy. “She’s usually so prompt.” 
he said. “Did she leave a message for me?” 

Without planning it that way, I impul- 
ively said, “No, I haven’t heard from her. 
Maybe she had to work late.” 

“If that was it, she would have let me 
know,” he said. “There’*must be something 
more to it. I don’t know what to think.” 

[t was the first time I'd heard his voice 
ind there was something exciting in its 
deep, vibrant tones. I suddenly had the 
urge to meet the man my roommate was 

» crazy about. So I said, “I don’t think 
it’s anything to worry about. Why not come 
to the apartment and wait for her? I’m 

ure we'll hear something before long.” 

He agreed that was a good idea and said 
he’d be over in half an hour. I hurriedly 
got dressed and waited in a state of high 
excitement for Don’s arrival. When he 
finally appeared at the door, I got the 
shock of my life. There stood the man of 
ny dreams! 

In every respect, Don was everything I 

unted in a man—and more. He was tall 
ind ruggedly handsome; he wore his 

lothes with a casual air, and he had a way 
of looking directly at a person that sent 
hivers along my spine. 

“So you’re Serena!” he smiled. “I’ve 
ieard so much about you from Betsy that 
| feel I know you.” 

[ stammered something—I don’t remem- 
ber what—and I invited him in. We hadn’t 
ilked for more than five minutes before 
(’'d made up my mind that Don and I 

ould become good friends. I told him all 

bout myself, embroidering the facts with 
plenty of imagination. 

Finally, I suggested that since Don 
hadn’t eaten yet we have dinner together. 
He glanced at his watch and said, “We 
might as well. It looks like I’ve been stood 
up. but good.” 

So we went out together and I had a 
vonderful time. Don enjoyed it too, be- 
cause when he drove me home he said, 
“I'd like to do this again soon, Serena.” 

“What about Betsy?” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “What about 
her? It’s pretty plain what she thinks 
about me, standing me up that way. Be- 
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sides, it isn’t as if we were engaged. We’re 
—well, we’re just friends.” 

“In that case, I guess we can be friends 
too.” I told him. 

He reached out and took my hand. “Good 
friends, Serena.” 

Don didn’t come upstairs with me, and 
when J entered the apartment, Betsy was 
curled up on the sofa, looking as if she’d 
lost her best friend. 

“Did Don call?” she asked, jumping to 
her feet. 

She looked so worried and upset that it 
was one of the few times in my life that a 
lie did not come easily. 

“No, honey.” I replied smoothly, “I 
waited around for an hour and there was 
no word from him.” 

“Oh, Serena, I don’t know what to 
think.” she cried. “Don’s not at home. I’ve 
been phoning every ten minutes. Do you 
think he got angry with me and took an- 
other girl out?” 

“Could be,” I said. “You know how 
men are once they think they’ve got a girl 
crazy for them. Take my advice and give 
him a taste of his own medicine. He’ll come 
running if he doesn’t hear from you in a 
couple of days.” i 

Betsy was reluctant. but a finally took 
my advice to let Don cool his heels. She 
didn’t call him that week. and I made sure 
that he was too busy to call her. We saw 
each other every night. We dined together. 
danced. went to the theater. and just drove 
around and talked; each night something 
different and exciting for me. 


Y THE END of the week, I’d fallen 

hopelessly in love with Don. I was so 
happy that I could barely conceal it from 
Betsy. but I’d made up my mind not to let 
her know I was even seeing Don until I 
was positive how he felt about me. Strange- 
ly, we had never talked about love and 
marriage. and yet it was impossible to be- 
lieve that he didn’t share the feeling I had 
for him. 

When we kissed. my heart went soaring. 
I got all jittery inside just thinking about 
Don. I knew I was in love with him and 
I was sure he was with me. The rude awak- 
ening came on Saturday. Don was to take 
me dancing. so I bought a new dress that 
morning and spent the afternoon at the 
beauty shop. When I got back home, 
Betsy was happily bouncing around the 
place. getting dressed to go out. 

“Well. what happened to you?” I asked, 
and unable to resist a little dig. I added, 
“You act as if Don finally called you.” 

“No,” said Betsy. “but I called him.” 

“You what?” I tried to keep the surprise 
and anger out of my voice, but couldn’t. 

Betsy looked hurt. “I couldn’t help it, 
Serena,” she told me. “I couldn’t hold 
out any longer, so I phoned Don today.” 


“Did—did he say anything? I mean, 
explain why he didn’t get in touch with 
you all week?” 

“Who cares?” she chirped. “I didn 
even ask. All I wanted to know was that 
he still loves me. From the way he sounded 
over the phone, I wouldn’t be surprised jf 
he proposed to me tonight!” 

I rushed into my room and closed the 
door just in time to keep Betsy from seeing 
the tears. It was the first time in years that 
I cried. and no amount of lying to myself 
could hide the awful truth—Don had 
merely been spending time with me while 
waiting for Betsy to make the first move 
towards getting together again. 

But even more distressing than that real. 
ization was the inescapable fact that | 
still loved Don. I loved him in spite of 
everything. 

The next week was a living hell for me. 
I frantically tried to reach Don by phone, 
but he refused to answer it. I even went to 
the place where he lived, but his landlady 
insisted he wasn’t home. Betsy noticed how 
upset I was and kept begging me to tell 
her what was wrong. But that was the last 
thing in the world I could do. 

I couldn’t stand the thought of not get. 
ting what I wanted and I desperately tried 
to figure out some way to make Don really 
and truly mine. If only I could see him! 
was positive I could make him love me as 
much as I loved him. 

It was sheer torture seeing how happy 
Betsy looked after a date with Don, and 
although it was like twisting a knife in my 
heart, I questioned her about how he 
looked and on every detail of the evenings 
they spent together. The jealousy inside me 
grew into an angry ball of hate. Even Dr. 
Raines noticed my ugly mood and told me 
that perhaps I was working too hard. He 
suggested I take a trip “home” to Kansas 
City, but even if I’d had relatives there | 
couldn’t have gone. It would have been im- 
possible to go that far away from Don. 

Then, one afternoon. Betsy came into the 
doctor’s office. “Surprised to see me here?” 
she laughed. seeing my astonishment. 

I recovered quickly. “Sort of,” I admit- 
ted. “You want to have lunch together?” 

“That would be nice—afterwards,” she 
said mysteriously. 

“After what?” 

She stood looking at me with a silly grit 
on her face, then she shoved her left hand 
under my nose. A diamond solitaire glit 
tered on her ring finger. “Congratulate me. 
Serena, I’m engaged!” she gushed. 

“No!” I shouted in dismay. 

“Why, what’s the matter? I thought! 
you’d be happy for me.” 

“I am,” I assured her. “I didn’t seal 
to shout, but—isn’t this sort of sudden?” 

“T’'ll say! Don asked me to marry hio 
last night, and before I could say ‘yes’ lt 
had the ring on my finger.” 

“Tr’s beautiful,” I said enviously. “I don't 
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blame you for coming down here to show 
it off.” 

“Oh, that’s not why I came here,” Betsy 
said. 

“Then—?” 

“Don and I are getting married as soon 
as we've had our blood tests. I thought I 
might as well get mine from Dr. Raines, 
since I almost went to work for him once.” 

My knees turned to water and I sank in- 
to the chair behind my desk. Luckily, Dr. 
Raines came in right then and I didn’t 
have to speak. In a daze, I heard Betsy tell 
him what she wanted and they went into 
the examination room. I don’t remember 
anything until Dr. Raines came out some 
time later. Betsy left by the private exit 
and I was glad I didn’t have to say goodbye 
to her. The examination had taken so long 
she apparently didn’t have time for lunch. 

Dr. Raines stood staring out the window 
for a moment, then spoke without turning 
around. “Too bad about that young lady,” 
he said. “Friend of yours, isn’t she?” 

I nodded dully. “What— what’s ‘too 
bad’?” 

“She'll have to postpone her wedding for 
a few weeks,” he replied. 

I stiffened in my chair. “Why? Is there 
something the matter?” 

“Nothing serious, my dear,” Dr. Raines 
assured me. “I found a tumor—” 

“A tumor!” 

He turned and smiled gently. “A benign 
tumor, absolutely harmless. It happens to 
be in a rather awkward spot for a young 
woman about to become a wife, so I told 
her she should have an operation before 
she gets married.” 

He took off his glasses and polished 
them. “The operation is only a minor one 
and—” 

But I didn’t hear the rest. Already my 
mind was ticking like clockwork. I had a 
few more weeks in which to win Don! That 
was all T could think about. After work, I 
didn’t go home. Instead, I rushed over to 
Don’s place. And when his landlady tried 
to tell me he wasn’t home, I refused to 
leave. 

“Tell him it’s about Betsy,” I told her. 

She left me standing in the hall and 
went to tell Don. A few moments later, he 
rushed out. “What is it? Where is Betsy?” 
he demanded. 

“There’s nothing to get alarmed about, 
Don,” I said. “If we can go where we can 
talk quietly—” 

He led me to his room and pulled up a 
chair. “Now what’s this all about?” 

“I don’t know how to begin,” I said 
softly. “Betsy’s such a good friend, but— 
well, she came in to see Dr. Raines today.” 

Don waved his hand impatiently. “I 
know that. She went to get a blood test. 
We're getting married and there’s nothing 
you can do about it, Serena. I never told 
Betsy because she thinks so much of you, 
but I know you lied that time about her 
Phone message for me.” 

I would have slapped the face of anyone 
else who called me a liar, but I sat there 
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and took it. I said nothing, but my brain 
was whirling. I had no definite plan when 
I went to see Don, just a vague hope that 
somehow I could win him away from Betsy. 
Now, I knew that he was so in love with 
her I would have to shatter completely his 
faith in her. 

“Betsy got her blood test, Don,” I said 
solemnly, “but she also got some bad 
news.” 

His eyes narrowed as if he suspected 
some trick. “Go on.” he grated. 

“She’s got to have an operation,” I told 
him. 

“Then something is wrong!” He grabbed 
my wrist and squeezed it until it hurt, and 
I gloried in the pain. “Betsy’s sick. She 
needs me.” 

I shook my head. “It’s not that kind of 
operation, Don. Just something that has to 
be done before she marries—anybody.” 

He frowned. “I don’t get it. What are 
you trying to tell me?” 

I gazed steadily into his eyes. “Did Betsy 
ever tell you about her past—about the 
other men she’s gone with?” He shook his 
head dully, and I went on. “Then I don’t 
want to be the one to tell you. All I can 
say is that she can’t get married for at 
least a month.” 

“1 don’t believe it!” Don spat out the 
words so viciously that I drew away from 
him. “I don’t believe it!” 

“Why don’t you ask her?” I challenged. 

“That’s just what I’m going to do,” he 
declared, reaching for the telephone. 

When he dialed the number and got 
Betsy on the wire, his tone changed com- 
pletely. Jealousy stabbed through me as I 
listened to him speak lovingly to her. At 
last. he got to the point. 

“About the wedding. honey—” he began. 
There was a long pause as he listened to 
her talk. Disbelief. then anger darkened 
his face and finally he slammed down the 
phone. 

“Now do you believe me?” I taunted. 

Don stood in the center of the room 
shaking his head as if to clear it. A stunned 
expression was on his handsome face. “I 
still don’t believe it,” he muttered. 

I ran to him and threw myself into his 
arms. “You’ve got to believe it, darling,” 
I said wildly. “She’s not for you, can’t you 


see that? I’m the one who really loves 
you.” 

He stared at me incredulously. “You?” 

“Yes, yes! You’re the first, Don. No 
other man has ever touched me.” I bab. 
bled. 

Roughly, he shoved me away from him. 
“You think that I—?” A vile oath ripped 
from his lips. “If a girl as sweet as Betsy 
turns out to be just another tramp, then 
I’m through with women!” he shouted. 
“What makes you think you’re any better 
than she is?” 

“T love you, darling. I only came here 
to save you from making a mistake.” 

“You came here to stab your best friend 
in the back,” he retorted, “and brother, 
what a neat little job! Okay, you did your 
dirty work, now beat it.” 

“But, Don,” I pleaded. “I was only—” 

“You heard me. Get lost!” he growled. 

He shoved me out the door and slammed 
it in my face. I never saw him again. 

That’s all there is. I spent the night at 
Aunt Maud’s house and when I went to 
the apartment the next day, Betsy had 
moved out. She didn’t even leave a note for 
me. I moved in with Aunt Maud, into the 
room Id had as a girl. 

Every night for weeks and weeks I was 
haunted by all the lies I’d told. Most of all 
by the biggest lie of them all. I had ruined 
the lives of the two people nearest and 
dearest to me and made a mess of my own 
life at the same time. 

Lying had become so much a part of me 
that I couldn’t stand the truth—that Don 
really loved Betsy and I didn’t have a 
chance. I thought my lies could make 
things different. They were different all 
right, but all for the worse. 

This happened a long time ago. but | 
am hoping—yes, praying—that somehow, 
somewhere. Betsy will see this and know 
I am truly sorry. I also want her to know 
that I confess my sin and am daily trying 
to atone for it. 

But even if Betsy should see this or if 
she and Don managed to get together some- 
how, the damage can never be undone. For 
a lie is like a pebble dropped into the sea 
—the ripples spread out endlessly, and 
who can say which grain of sand on a far- 
away shore will be washed away forever? 


THE END 
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Devil Daughter 


(Continued from Page 31) 


besides, we get along okay now.” 

Karen said, “But your father’s been dead 
a long time. She can’t still be in love 
with him.” She sighed, “Gosh, with her 
looks—” 

We said goodnight finally and I turned 
over on my side, my back to her. But I 
couldn’t get to sleep. Mother marry again? 
I wouldn’t think about it. And I wished I 
was home with Mother—in our tiny, shab- 
by apartment and the plain bedroom we 
had shared all my life. Mother was warm 
and soft to snuggle up to. She’d told me 
over and over ever since I could remember 
that she lived just for me, just for the day 
she’d see me before a big audience and 
hear me sing as Daddy said I would some 
day. 

And I thought of Mrs. Ogden—realized 
I missed seeing her tonight. And wondered 
if Mother was with her. I vowed I’d never 
stay another night away from Mother. 
Finally I drifted off into a restless sleep. 
I was glad to leave Karen’s home in the 
morning to go to school. It was a long day. 
When school was finally over I rushed 
home, expecting to see Mother waiting for 
me. 

But as soon as I unlocked the door, and 
entered the apartment I knew something 
was wrong. Everything was hushed. The 
air seemed heavy. I called to Mother. She 
didn’t answer. Mother’s breakfast dishes 
were still in the sink. She never left the 
dishes! My heart pounded madly. I was 
shaking all over as I went to the closet, 
pulled open the door. Her coat was there 
—the bright red water-proofed gabardine 
she’d worn to work for two years. 

Then I heard the front door open, heard 
her call, “Suzy, are you home yet, dear?” 
I heard her light, quick footsteps cross the 
living room, pause at the bedroom door. 
All the pent-up fear in me burst loose. I 
ran to her sobbing wildly, flung my arms 
around her neck. “Where were you, Mom- 
my? I called, you weren’t here! What’s 
happened? You didn’t go to work today.” 

She put her arms around me, patted me 
soothingly, said softly, “There, there, baby. 
I'm sorry I upset you. I was just down the 
hall.” 

“But what happened, Mommy? Some- 
thing’s not right—” 

“It was Edith Ogden, dear. She passed 
away early this morning.” 

“No, no, Mother!” I almost screamed at 
her. 

“She went in her sleep, dear. She’s not 
suffering any more. You mustn’t feel bad- 
ly.. Everything was done that could be 
done. John gave her the best medical care 
possible.” 

“I was at Karen’s—I didn’t see her last 
night,” my voice choked up again. I felt 
guilty. I’d neglected her. Now she was 
gone. 


“You were good to her, dear. She was 
fond of you. Come, darling, let’s not talk 
about it any more right now.” She helped 
me off with my coat, hung it in the closet 
and led me out to the kitchen. We spent 
a dismal evening—I wondered where Mr. 
Ogden was, but I didn’t ask. I was just 
awfully glad to be home. 


HAD SUPPOSED since Mrs. Ogden 

had died that Mom would forget Mr. 
Ogden. But I was wrong. She still fixed 
things and sent me to his apartment with 
them or took them herself. And sometimes, 
on Sundays or holidays, Mr. Ogden would 
have dinner with us, then he’d take us for 
a drive, or to a movie. I didn’t want him 
around so much—didn’t want him to take 
Mother and me anywhere. One Sunday I 
told Mother I was sick, that I had a ter- 
rible headache. She stayed home with me. 
I told her the same story a few weeks later. 
She was very sympathetic. “You poor dar- 
ling, here, let me help you undress. You 
hop right into bed.” 

I didn’t want to go to bed—my mind 
groped helplessly while Mother tucked me 
in. She got the thermometer off the shelf 
in the bathroom, shook it down, squinted 
her eyes at it, then put it in my mouth, 
making me reluctantly recall the sieges of 
flu and childhood diseases when she’d hov- 
ered over me, making me well again. She 
pulled the blinds, smoothed my pillow. 
After she took the thermometer from me, 
she said, “Your temperature seems to be 
normal. 

“T’ll get you a couple of aspirins and a 
glass of water.” 

When she returned with the aspirins she 
wasn’t alone. Mrs. Smith, the lady across 
the hall from us, was with her. Mother 
said cheerfully, “Here, dear, take this as- 
pirin, and I’m sure you'll feel better soon. 
Mrs. Smith will stay with you. John and I 
will be back by six. Do try to get a little 
nap, dear.” She leaned down and kissed 
me on the forehead, then left abruptly. My 
own mother! She’d never deserted me be: 
fore! It was that man—John Ogden. He 
meant more to her than I did. And his 
wife had only been dead a few months. 
And besides, he wasn’t even rich. Karen’s 
mother had said if a woman was smart 
she’d marry a rich man. 

I vowed right then that I’d study harder 
than I'd ever studied in my life! I’d be a 
famous singer. I’d be wealthy. Mother 
and I would be rich. She’d forget there 
was a man named John Ogden, and she’d 
regret she’d gone to a movie and left her 
sick daughter at home. Mother couldn’t 
really tell I wasn’t sick. At least a little 
sick! 

And I did go at my music with renewed 
determination. Mr. Anderson noticed it al- 


most immediately, and commented to 
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Mother about it. Mother and Mr. Ogden 
till went out together quite a bit, but I 
couldn’t go. I'd tell Mother I wanted to 
study, or go to Karen’s. It was easier to 
stay home than have to see them together 
see the way they looked at each other 
when they thought I wasn’t looking. 

| had just finished Junior High School 
when the real trouble started. John gave 
Mother a combination radio and record 
player. My first thought was one of joy. 
Now I could have some of the records I 
wanted. John was at work when the van 
brought it in, Mother protesting there had 
been a mistake. But they uncrated it, 
plugged it in, tested it and left. 

Then John Ogden came home from work 
ind stopped in to see if it had been de- 
livered. Mother threw her arms around 
him and kissed him—right in front of me. 
[ blushed. then I felt a cold knife twist in 
my heart. I hated John Ogden, and I hated 
that radio-phonograph he’d given us. I'd 
never play ‘it. Never, never, never. I 
wouldn’t even listen to it. 

Somehow I got through the dinner. 
Mother asked John to stay, and as usual. 
he jumped at her invitation. I kept my 
eyes lowered, hardly looking at them all 
during dinner. They talked and laughed— 
it was disgusting. John went to his own 
apartment right after he finished helping 
Mother avith the dishes. 

And after he’d gone Mother sat down 
beside me. “Suzy. John has asked me to 
marry him.” 

“Mother!” I exclaimed. my world shat- 
tering with her statement. “You can’t—” 

“Darling. don’t get so upset. You'll have 
a father again. Think how wonderful it 
will be to have a whole family—” 

I. began to cry. I couldn’t help myself. 
se otf paid there’d always be just you and 
ne 

“But. baby, [ll still be your Mother. 
rhé only difference there will be is that 
you'll have a father. too. I can quit work. 
John was an acreage upstate. He plans to 
build a motel on it.” 

“T don’t want to move—I don’t want an- 
other father—I hate him. hate him!” I 
sobbed. I jumped up and ran into the bed- 
room and slammed the door. I flung myself 
across the bed and sobbed my heart out. 
\fother came in, picked me up in her arms 
ind said softly. “We'll forget about it for 
the present. Suzy. dear. it doesn’t have to 
he decided tonight—or tomorrow.” 


\/[ OTHER DIDN’T mention marrying 
John again then. But he was still 
iround a lot. I knew she hadn’t complete- 
ly given up the idea. T didn’t even try to 
be nice to him any more. Every time he 
ame [ would go over to Karen’s or just 
out for a walk. But I didn’t leave quick 
enough to keep from overhearing John say 
to Mother one evening, “Ellie, we can’t 
go on like this—” 
“I know. dear. But please be patient a 
little while longer. Let Suzy get used to 
the idea—” 
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“You spoil her, Ellie. You’ve been too 
good to her—given her too much of your 
life. It’s time you had a life of your 
own—” 

I didn’t wait to hear more. Oh, how I 
hated John Ogden! Trying to turn my own 
mother against me. Bringing her things, 
trying to bribe her. And she was literally 
eating it up. I think the plan began shap- 
ing up in my mind then. Somehow [ had to 
win Mother back. My allowance—it was 
small—I used up on lipsticks and nail 
polish and cologne as fast as I got it. If 
T saved it T could never compete with John 
Ogden. 

In school I had heard of “the Secret 
Club.” whose members got their pretty 
clothes from the stores without paying for 
them. Then I realized I didn’t need to be 
a member of the Club—TI could get pretty 
things for Mother all by myself. I wanted 
to talk it over with Karen. but didn’t dare. 
No one must know. ever. Every chance I 
had IT went to the stores, watched the 
clerks, looked at merchandise. Then one 
Saturday morning I saw it at Neil’s De- 
partment Store—the most beautiful neck- 
lace I’d ever seen anywhere. And they 
were displayed within reach. right under 
the arch of artificial dogwood blossoms 
where the mannequin in the black wool 
suit stood, as if she was reaching up for 
a blossom. Somehow the necklace looked 
just like Mother. I walked around the 
store. watching the salesladies, making 
sure I knew which ones were assigned to 
the sections that were visible from the 
necklace display. I waited over an hour. 
then saw one of the clerks leave her sec- 
tion, letting another clerk watch it for her. 
Lunch time. of course! Another clerk left 
from the purse department. Then I got 
my chance. My heart pounded fiercely— 
so fiercely I thought surely everyone in the 
store could hear it. My hands felt like 
they didn’t belong to me; they were stiff 
and trembling. 

I glanced around me. raked the neck- 
lace into the bandanna IT held in my left 
hand, quickly smothered it in the loose 
cloth. Assured no one had seen me. I 
forced my numb legs to walk over to the 
sweater department. 

I was shaking all over. My face felt as 
if it were on fire. T made myself walk slow- 
ly to the door. walk out into the street. The 
necklace felt heavy in the folds of chiffon, 
felt like it was burning right through the 
cloth. 

By the time I’d reached home my heart 
had ceased its pounding. I was feeling 
better—it had been easy—much easier 
than I’d dreamed possible. 

I wrapped it carefully and gave it to 
Mother just before dinner. 

Her face lit up at the beauty of it, and 
she gasped. “Suzy. baby! It’s beautiful, 
simply gorgeous. It must have cost a for- 
tune! How did you ever save that much 
from your allowance?” 

Her kiss was warm on my. cheek. She 
squeezed me tightly, holding me close just 


as she’d done so often when I was little 
I felt real proud—I'd pleased her so much, 

“Put it on, Mother—here, let me help 
you—” 

She lifted the gleaming necklace from 
its case—then I saw it—the tiny tag tucked 
under the clasp. Mother saw it, too. Her 
glance caught the tiny ink figures, then her 
eyes flew open—a look of incredible as. 
tonishment on her face. She gasped. “Suzy. 
this price tag! Seventy-five dollars! Where 
did you get that much money, baby?” 

“My allowance, Mother—I’ve been say. 
ing—” My voice broke off. Even withou 
trying to figure it up, I knew how imposg. 
ble it sounded. I felt my face flushing and 
the tears coming. Mother’s face hardened, 
her tone was sharp. 

“Where did you get it, Suzan? Look at 
me—I want the truth.” 

“T wanted you to have it—” I sobbed, 
throwing myself on her, waiting for the 
comforting words to come. 

She pushed me away, demanding. “Sv. 
zan, where did you get the money for 
this?” 

“There wasn’t any money. I took it from 
the store—no one saw me—lI did it for 
you.” My tears had stopped just as quick- 
ly as they had begun. This wasn’t at all 
like I'd planned it. I'd been so careful, 
and Mother was being hateful—not like 
Mother at all. 

“What store, Suzan?” 

“Neil’s Department Store.” 

“Have you taken anything else—from 
anywhere?” 

“No.” She was watching me closely. 
never taking her eyes off my face. Then 
slowly she replaced the necklace in the 
case and closed it. 

“Monday morning as soon as the store 
opens you are taking this back.” 

“Mother—I can’t.” I began sobbing 
again. 

“Yes you can. and will. And I'll 9 
with you.” From the tone of her voice 
I knew she would make me return it. | 
couldn't do it, I just couldn’t. Then all 
the bitterness I’d felt towards John poured 
out of me. It had all been his fault. | 
told Mother everything, even how I felt 
about the nice clothes the other girls had. 
how I was ashamed of my home. I jus 
couldn't seem to stop once I’d_ started. 
Mother waited until I'd finished, then she 
put her arm around me. “I’m sorry, baby. 
I've failed you. I didn’t realize that the 
things money can buy meant so much t 
you, or that you really disliked John # 
terribly. I won’t marry him, I promise you. 
And I'll see if I can get some extra woth. 
make extra money.” 

“Oh, Mommy, I do love you so,” my 
insides felt too tight and all soft at the 
same time, like I couldn’t get enough 
breath. A warm feeling swept through me. 
Then I knew everything was going to 
all right. But I was so wrong— 


T WAS a long weekend until Monda) 
morning, yet not nearly long enough 
Mother took me back to Neil’s Departmet! 
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Store, back into Mr. Sarver’s private office. 
At first Mr. Sarver was real excited and 
wanted to call the police immediately. 
Mother pleaded with him, even told him 
I'd taken it not for myself, but for her. 
Mr. Sarver questioned me, asking who my 
friends were and what I did after school. 
Then he told us a gang of teen-agers had 
been shoplifting. The police and all the 
merchants were trying to get the leader. 
He was finally convinced I wasn’t one of 
them and since the merchandise had been 
returned undamaged he promised Mother 
he wouldn’t press charges. He gave me a 
stiff lecture before he let us go, however. 

And Mother did get extra work imme- 
diately. Mr. Kessler, her boss at the model- 
ing agency, found additional work and her 
wages jumped. We moved into a real nice 
apartment in a better part of town. I 
had a charge account of my own at a 
couple of the stores down town and could 
spend as much as twenty-five dollars a 
month at them on anything I wanted. And 
almost immediately I made new friends at 
school. Karen’s mother had been right, 
money did make a difference. 

I don’t know what Mother told John 
Ogden. She still went out with him occa- 
sionally, or he’d come over for a Sunday 
dinner. But they just seemed to be sort 
of friendly and didn’t even look at each 
other very much when they were together. 

At first, I hated Mother being gone 
evenings so much. We'd just finish dinner, 
Mr. Kessler would phone and Mother 
would leave in a rush. Another late job 
unexpected, but she had to go. 

But I wasn’t lonesome for long. I was 
seventeen and in my junior year in high 
school when Chick Johnson noticed me. 
Chick was a real live dreamboat—the 
heartthrob of the whole female portion of 
the senior class. And when he asked me, 
a mere junior, for a date—well, I just 
couldn’t believe it. 

Chick was in the smoothest set in the 
whole senior class. And I was being ac- 
cepted as one of them! Chick and I would 
go, along with two or three other couples 
to someone’s home, play the record player, 
dance, have refreshments. We had good 
times, 

Then Chick took me to one of the real 
parties. It was at Beth’s home. Her par- 
ents were out of town for the evening. 
There were three couples of us. The boys 
had brought some liquor and everyone 
drank. I took mine hesitantly, though by 
then I'd have done anything to please 
Chick. I tasted the drink and choked. 
Everyone laughed. I was horribly embar- 
rassed. I tried again and, choked again. 
Chick took the glass from me, tasted it 
and said, “No wonder! I made it too 
strong! I'll add some mix.” He took it 
to the kitchen, brought it back all bub- 
bling fresh and set it down in front of 
me. He knew I had never tasted liquor 
before. I felt a new surge of gratitude 
towards him. He had covered up for me. 
He didn’t want his friends to think I wasn’t 


the smooth. experienced, 
world, like Beth and Mary. 

We danced, everybody drank quite a bit, 
then disappeared. Chick held me close, 
closer than he ever had. He kissed me, set- 
ting my heart to pounding, sending waves 
of icy fire racing through me. “I want you, 
Suzy,” he whispered fiercely. 

I didn’t answer, I didn’t know what to 
say. I was his girl, he knew that. Id 
never gone, really gone out with any other 
boy. 

Chick led me along the hallway, opened 
the door, pulled me to him again. Even in 
the semi-darkness I could see it was a bed- 
room. His lips pressed down on mine. I'd 
never known how a kiss could go all 
through me, pouring fire into my veins. 
Warm lips pressing down on mine—cling- 
ing, caressing. tugging, demanding, search- 
ing lips. This new, thrilling emotion. I 
couldn’t stop it—didn’t want it to end, 
ever. This breath-taking awareness as 
Chick caressed me. I was trembling, trem- 
bling with desire—trembling with fright. I 
drew back, whispering, “No, no, Chick, 
please.” 

He was breathing hard, his voice was 
husky. “Aw, come on, Sweet. You aren’t 
going to hold out on me.” He pulled me 
to him roughly. 

“No, Chick. 
home.” 

His arms dropped from around me. I 
could feel his anger. I felt sick at heart. 
He wouldn’t want me for his girl any more. 

I longed to throw myself in his arms 
again, to let the sweet passion sweep 
through me, to submit to the demanding 


I can’t—please, take me 


call, to make Chick love me again. But 
it was wrong. Deep in my heart, I knew 
it was wrong. 


I stood waiting for his words of scorn. 
Instead, he put his arm around me gently. 
“O.K., Suzy if that’s the way you want 
it.” My heart almost burst with love for 
him. I hadn’t lost him—I hadn’t! 

SLEPT on a cloud that night. I wanted 

to tell Mother about Chick, about how 
wonderful he was, but somehow I couldn’t. 
Had she and John felt this way about 
each other? The same way Chick and I 
did? But surely not. John was so old. 
—probably forty. 

Mother knew I dated, although she 
wasn’t home enough to question me about 
where I went and what I did. Her work 
took most of her evenings. 

I was happy, terribly happy. But my 
music was suffering. I rarely had time to 
practice. Mr. Anderson talked with Mother 
about it, suggesting maybe I should try 
another teacher, that he wasn’t able to ac- 
complish much any more. I know Mother 
was terribly disappointed when she finally 
consented to let me quit taking lessons 
until I was through high school. Then I’d 
have time and would work hard at it, I 
promised. 

But my happiness had a dark cloud over 
it. I knew Chick dated other girls occa- 
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I wondered, were they afraid as 
[ had been? Would he fall in love with 
one of them and drop me? He hadn't 
taken me on any more parties like that 
one at Beth’s home. Did he still go to 
them with someone else? I suffered miser- 
ibly, wishing at times I hadn’t stopped 
him. Dear God, I'd sob into my pillow, 
please, let me keep Chick’s love—I need 
him so—love him so much— 

Then he did take me to another one. It 
tarted out as the other had, only I didn’t 
choke on my drink. I had a second drink; 
I'd made up my mind. I guess Chick 
could tell by the look in my eyes. He 
didn’t wait for the others to go off to 
their rooms first. Chick led me up the 
stairway and I didn’t protest or try to 
hold back. He whispered, “You’re my girl 
now—understand? No other guy can touch 
you, ever! It’s just you and me from here 


sionally. 


on out. 

[he magic words—the words I’d lain 
awake nights for—the words I'd prayed 
for—the words my soul had bled in long- 
ing for. I promised him there could never 
be anyone else. How could there possibly 
be anyone else? Not when I loved him 
more than life itself. Not when just the 
thought of him set my heart racing, and 
knowing my desire for him sent a burning 
flush to my face. No other eyes could 
make me feel the warm glow that his 
did every time he looked into mine. No 
other lips could set my whole being afire 
with trembling passion. No other hands 
could caress me as his did. He’d taken 
me with him to paradise—I’d never leave it. 

[ went to many parties with Chick. But 
with the ending of the school term a new 
fear gripped my heart, sending cold chills 
through me. Chick would be going away 
to college in the fall while I had another 
year in High School. My heart seemed to 
stop. beating at just the thought of the 
separation. How could I ever go on living 
without seeing Chick every day, without 
his loving arms drawing me to him, with- 
out hearing the moan of ecstasy, tasting 
his hot, passionate lips? Then the horrible 
fear would engulf me—fear of how Chick 
would feel in his new loneliness when he 
went away to college. Would his longing 
for me be more than he could bear? Would 
he seek the answer in a new love? Could 

» ever love anyone else the way he loved 
me? The cold fear was more than I 
ould bear. I couldn’t eat and I would 
wake up in the middle of the night in 
igonizing torment, torn between my love 
for him and my apprehension of coming 
iisaster. 

And Mother noticed. She noticed I was 
too thin; noticed the circles under my 
eyes; noticed I was jumpy, nervous, irri- 
table. I cried, or laughed, hysterically 
over nothing. She coaxed me into trying 
to eat more and made an appointment 
for me to see Dr. Lawrence for a check- 
up. I cancelled it—for I didn’t dare go 


Te) 


see Dr. Lawrence. He might guess—may- 
be he could tell some way. Mother was 
upset because I wouldn't have the check- 
up. I tried harder to force food into my 
knotted stomach, to keep a smile on my 
lips. 

But I couldn’t conceal my fear from 
Chick. He seemed to sense my distress. 
It was at the end of the summer vacation 
that he set my mind at peace. We were 
at my apartment—Mother had been called 
out on an assignment—sitting on the dav- 
enport. Chick was holding me close, shut- 
ting all the world out with his protecting 
arms. His lips caressed my face. my hair, 
my neck as he whispered impulsively, as 
if the words were wrenched from his very 
soul: “I’m going to miss you so, my sweet! 
I'll just have the memory of nights like 
this. Sometimes I think I can’t leave you.” 

I choked up with overwhelming love for 
him. My heart nearly burst. My eyes 
filled with tears of love and gratitude. “Oh, 
Chick, I feel that way. too. And [ll be 
waiting for you—when you come home on 
vacations, when school is out next spring.” 

His arms tightened about me fiercely. “I 
know you will, sweet. I'll come to you 
every chance I get. I wish the University 
weren’t so far away.” 

“So do I, darling.” I rested my head on 
his shoulder, snuggling into the hard firm- 
ness of it. Then I asked him what I'd 
wanted to ask—just in case: “Chuck, what 
would happen to us—if—if I should get 
pregnant?” I scarcely breathed. He didn’t 
answer for a long moment. 

“Suzy. you aren’t—you don’t think?” 

I laughed lightly. embarrassed. I hadn’t 
intended him to think-—— “No. Of course 
not, darling. I just wondered.” 

His hold on me relaxed. “Well, let’s 
don’t go crossing bridges—I’ll take care of 
you if anything like that should happen, 
but it won’t. I promised you it wouldn’t, 
remember?” His lips sought mine, his 
passionate moan erased all doubt. He mur- 
mured huskily, “Trust me, sweet—don’t 
worry.” A silent prayer was on my lips, a 
prayer that our love would go on forever. 
My love for him smothered me with its 
fierceness. He was my whole life. 

HICK WENT AWAY to college and 

I went back to high school, and a 
feeling of disaster followed me everywhere. 
I couldn’t study. I was just a hull of my 
former self. I wrote Chick long letters, 
pouring out my innermost love. His let- 
ters were all I lived for, his letters and 
Thanksgiving vacation when he’d be home 
for a few days. 

Then it happened. The feeling of impend- 
ing disaster exploded in a blaze of head- 
lines in the Star newspaper. I picked up 
the evening paper—and there it was. “Mod- 
el Agency’s wife sues for divorce”. The 
sub-title explained: “Model named as co- 
respondent.” I didn’t want to read further 
but I couldn’t stop myself. The bold black 


print pulled my eyes along—‘beautiful 
model named as mistress in divorce suit—” 
“Mrs. Eleanor Heath is the mother of a 
teen-age daughter—” All the life drained 
from my body as my eyes read the article, 
My mind absorbed the facts but refused 
to accept them. I was still standing in 
the living room, the damning paper shak- 
ing in my unsteady hand when Mother 
came in. I held the paper out to her— 
“Mother, this paper,” I choked the words 
out, wringing them from the depths of my 
heart. “Please, Mother, say it isn’t true- 
it’s all a lie—a horrible lie.” 

She took the paper from me, threw it 
down on the end table. Her mouth was 
drawn tight. Her eyes looked straight into 
mine. “I’m afraid it is true—every word 
of it—” 

“Mother!” I exclaimed. “How could you 
—what will Chick think—everyone—” | 
stared at her in horror. 

“T had to do it. baby. This apartment 
—everything.” 

“Oh, Mother.” The hopelessness of my 
life engulfed me. ! sank down beside 
Mother, heart-breaking sobs wrenched from 
the depths of my very being. Mother cra- 
dled my head in her lap tenderly, just as 
she’d done so many times in my childhood. 
A nostalgic feeling gnawed at my stomach 
—Mother’s warmth, her soothing voice was 
spreading a comforting blanket over the 
wretchedness tormenting me and my sob- 
bing died in my throat. I wanted to be- 
lieve everything would be all right. Dear 
God, please make everything all right 
again. Give us back our good life—our 
happiness. 

But deep down in my heart I knew it 
could never be the same again—ever. This 
thing—this disgrace—would be with us al- 
ways, would shadow us always, even run- 
ning. As Mother said while she held me 
close to her, “It’ll be rough. I'll have to 
go to court. The papers, and Mrs. Kessler, 
will make the most of it. But as soon as 
it’s over, we'll move to another city and 
start over.” 

Yes, we’d run. But even I knew then 
that we could never run from ourselves. | 
didn’t want to leave. I wouldn’t leave 
Chick, I just wouldn’t. But I didn’t tell 
Mother that then. She had too much sor- 
row. I'd wait until the divorce trial was 
over. 

But I didn’t know then what was facing 
me; what fear and anguish I’d have to live 
through. 

The first thing Mother did was to find 
us another apartment. It was a_ horrible 
place. But Mother wouldn’t be swayed. 
We moved into the hole-in-the-wall on 23d 
Street. Our new quarters were no better 
than all the rest of the places in that 
section of town. Mother immediately got 
a job as a waitress in one of the night 
clubs, and she made me continue going 
to school. That was the hardest part of 
it all, going to school. I’d feel the flush 
stain my face every time any of my school 
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mates so much as looked at me or spoke 
tome. I kept to myself, sneaking into my 
class room just as the bell sounded and 
dipping into my seat, looking straight 
ahead, or keeping my gaze lowered, know- 
ing each moment I could never go through 
nother day. And knowing, too, that I had 
caused it all; my selfishness in wanting 
to keep Mother from marrying John Og- 
my 
geed in demanding a nicer home and 
fancy clothes. And Mother had loved me 
« much—had spoiled me—had sold her- 
lf to satisfy my demands. Gradually. day 
by day, I began to realize that it was I, 
not Mother, who had brought our little 
world crashing down around our heads. I 
was the one who had demanded more 
I had forced Mother to “free- 
It was I and 

If I had al- 
lowed Mother to marry John, we would 
all three be secure and happy now, instead 
of miserable and making plans to run 
away. Everything had gone wrong. 


money. 


Mother came home from work dead 
tired, or spent hours at the trial. She 
was unhappy but never complaining. Yet 


the miserableness showed in her face. in 
her lifeless voice. Chick’s letters were the 
oly bright spot in my whole dismal ex- 
istance, and with a sinking heart I knew 
his letters were no longer filled with the 
yearning he had declared at first. 

The first faint possibility, the first sus- 
picion, the first counting, then recounting 
on the calendar on the dingy kitchen wall, 
was like the icy hand of death clutching 
my heart, strangling me. freezing my tor- 
tured soul in its icy grip. There was no 
need to look at the calendar or to hope 
any longer. My heart pounded sickening- 
ly with the realization of it and I’d press 
my hands hard against my flat abdomen 
and pray that it would stay flat—that the 
pregnancy wouldn’t show yet, not until 
Chick came at Thanksgiving time. I 
couldn’t make myself write about it in my 
letters. I would wait until Thanksgiving. 

Alone in my bed at night I could imagine 
Chick’s arms holding me tight and hear his 
lw moan of delight or feel the strength 
of him pouring into my heart. I’d say, 
“Chick, my love, we are going to have a 
baby!” A cry of happiness would escape 
his lips and he’d say, “Oh, Suzy, baby. My 
poor, wonderful baby. We'll be married 
at once. I'll quit school, get a job, you'll 
never be alone again.” Then he’d crush 
me to him with all the pent-up yearning in 
his body—just as he’d done before. Oh, 
Chick, my love, my heart cried out to him 
inthe lonely darkness, it’s so long to wait 
util your vacation. And into my pillow 
I'd pray silently, please don’t let Chick 
mind about the nasty scandal or the ugly 
apartment I call home. I wouldn’t con- 
sider his being displeased about the preg- 
nancy, 


THANKSGIVING DID come, and Chick 


came back to town. I tingled with ex- 


citement on that Wednesday while I fixed 
my hair at its best, polished my _ nails, 
bathed and dressed with utmost care and 
with a singing heart. Chick, my love, I'll 
see you tonight. 

I waited, fluffed out my hair again, re- 
applied fresh lipstick and looked at the 
clock. I hovered over the phone. Maybe 
he got a late start. Maybe he had to wait 
until tomorrow. Maybe—maybe—but I 
wouldn’t think of it. There wasn’t an ac- 
cident—there wasn’t—there wasn’t. He’d 
be over first thing in the morning. His 
family wanted him tonight. 

I scolded myself for my fears, undressed 
and crawled between the cold sheets. Sleep 
wouldn’t come. I heard Mother come in, 
the heavy steps as she went to her room 
and to bed. I felt the hot tears sting my 
eyes. It would be so nice to go to her, tell 
her of my longing and loneliness and to 
feel the comfort of her love and courage; 
comfort she had given me all through my 
childhood. But she was weary—so heart- 
sick—it wouldn’t be fair to burden her 
again. And it was just until tomorrow and 
then Chick would come to take the weight 
off my heart and share my guilt. 

But Chick didn’t come on Thanksgiving 
Day. I waited, knowing in just a few 
minutes he’d come. I nearly jumped out of 
my skin with every footstep in the hallway 
and the gnawing fear would vanish and my 
heart would beat wildly. Then the foot- 
steps faded away and my body would feel 
heavy again with despair. 

I waited until Mother went to work be- 
fore I phoned Chick. His Mother answered. 
“No. Chick left about an hour ago.” “No, 
I don’t expect him back—not until late.” 
I thanked her and hung up. An hour— 
maybe he stopped somewhere for a minute 
—maybe ran into an old friend. He’d be 
along any minute. 

My hands were numb with the icy fear 
that froze my heart when I finally admitted 
Chick wouldn’t possibly come at two 
o’clock in the morning. 

The next day I called his home again 
and left my phone number with a request 
he call me. He called me Saturday morn- 
ing. I told him I must see him. He agreed 
to come over early Saturday evening. Some- 
how the day time dragged passed and then 
Chick was there—Chick was with me 
again. My heart swelled until I thought it 
must surely burst—at just the sight of him, 
the heavenly nearness of him again. 

As soon as Mother left for work I threw 
my arms around him, telling him how ter- 
ribly I’d longed for him. His arms tight- 
ened about me in heavenly familiar re- 
sponse—it was all right. it was. it was. I 
was alive again—the ecstasy of his reawak- 
ening love surged through me. sweeping 
away all the bitter heartache. I looked up 
at his face. let my eyes float on the manly 
beauty of it. Maybe our baby—his son— 
would look just like him. Then I said it— 
I told him. Just as I’d done in my thoughts 
so many times. “Chick, darling—we’re go- 
ing to have a baby.” 
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But it wasn’t the same. And an unbegr. 
able fear chilled my heart. Chick’s whok 
body stiffened. His mouth gaped open 
he frowned. “Suzy, is this some corny trie 
—a joke? If it is, it isn’t funny.” }, 
stepped back from me. 

“It’s no joke, Chick. I’ve known {oy 
several weeks. I didn’t want to write yoy 
about it. I thought you'd rather I told you” 
My voice sounded flat. even to me. in the 
deadening silence of the apartment. 

“Well, what do you want me to do aboy 
it? We can’t get married. I gotta’ finish 
college.” 

“We could manage some way, Chick.” | 
stammered, but his words interrupted me 

“Tmpossible. If I married now Dad 
would cut me off without a cent for college. 
Then where’d we be? No education, no 
job, no money. Nothing.” 

I looked at him helplessly, too sick a 
heart to answer. He continued after a mo. 
ment. “There’s a doctor—he’s pretty ex. 
pensive—but maybe if you can scrape up 
the cash he’d go easy on you.” 

“Chick!” The cry escaped my lips 


“That would be murder—you couldn’ 
want to murder your own child! I could 
never—” 

“Be practical about this, Suzy. Women 


do it all the time. How else can you get out 
of this mess?” 

This wasn’t Chick talking. It couldn't 
possibly be. It was a stranger, a horrible 
stranger, a Jekyll and Hyde. I didn’t want 
to look at him yet I couldn’t pull my eyes 
away. His eyes were no longer warm with 
love; they were afraid. afraid to look int 
mine. The mouth that had set my whok 
being afire was soft with weakness. How 
could I have been so blind, so stupid? | 
was too numbed with shock to think. | 
heard myself speaking, the words seemel 
to come of their own accord. I had no 
power or desire to stop them. “No, Chick. 
I would never murder my own child, m 
matter what. It’s your child, too, you knov, 
but you can’t touch it, ever, unless yol 
marry me.” 

“T told you why I couldn’t marry you 
Suzy. How’s a guy supposed to be sure 
how do I know it’s mine? It’s been a long 
You were pretty darn willing with 


time. 
me, I remember. And your Mom,” le 
snickered, “guess she must be pretty ht 


stuff herself—” 

“Get out,” I heard the scream. It mus 
have come from my lips. I was clawing 
scratching, kicking at him. I knew it, bi! 





I couldn’t stop. Every ounce of strength 
in my tortured body struck out at him, had 
to hurt him. From somewhere I heard tht 
hysterical sobbing; then the hands wert 
hurting my shoulders, shaking me—mk 
ing my head jiggle back and forth like! 
rag doll’s. I wanted to giggle, and then th 
horrible hysterical sobbing stopped. 

throat hurt terribly. I was so tired, s0 t 
ribly weary. If the room wouldn’t spia,! 
it would only stand still for a moment 
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] got my bearings. The blackness was 
weaving in and out, coming up all around 
me. The floor lurched from under my 


feet— 


LOOKED around me. I was home, lying 
b the davenport, Chick was looking 
down at me. For a fleeting moment my 
heart reached out for him; then the mem- 
ory swept over me—I closed my eyes, si- 
lently praying the blackness would over- 
take me again, would hold me forever in 
oblivion. 

“Are you all right now, Suzy?” He 
didn’t touch me. I offered a prayer of 
thanks that he didn’t touch me. 

“Yes. I’m all right now, Chick. Good- 
bye.” I turned my head away from him 
and closed my eyes tightly. 

“[’m sorry, Suzy. Really I am. If you 
decide you want the address of that doc- 
tor—” 

“Goodbye. Chick!” 

I heard him sigh. then walk quickly 


‘across the room, and the door closed softly 


behind him. 

I didn’t cry any more in the following 
days, I was too numb to cry, to even feel. 
I was just a husk of flesh and bones doing 
what was expected, going to school, doing 
the housework, going to bed early nights. 
[had no purpose, no plan, no thought. 

The divorce case was closed. Mother 
was making plans to move and was saving 
her tips for bus. fare and living expenses 
for us until she could get another job in 
another city. And one day while she was 
lying on the bed with her legs propped 
up in the air to ease her swollen feet and 
ankles, she said to me. “I’m sure I can 
get another modeling job, baby. My fig- 
ure is still good. And after you graduate 
from high school I think you could find 
work modeling. too. your figure is good.” 

Instinctively. my hands flew to my abdo- 
men. I straightened up, stood tall. I was 
still almost flat. I pulled in my breath. 
“Yes, Mother.” 

After she’d gone to work I sat down at 
the rickety table in the kitchen alcove and 
forced myself to think. Time was running 
out. Any day Mother would notice. would 
know. Maybe already she had. Maybe her 
remark about my figure was her way of giv- 
ing me an opening. 

Dear God. my heart cried out in agony, 
please, I can’t burden her with this, too. 
lve already ruined her life—I can’t take 
any more punishment. My hands gripped 
the table top. the realization of my predica- 
ment swept through me again. I bit my 
lip, but the tears came anyway. I dropped 
my head down on my arms and gave way 
tomy grief and shame and I sobbed out 
my hatred. The hate for Chick and for 
myself. What a fool I’d been, and Beth 
and Mary, too. And all like us. We sinned 
against God and against society. We'd 
used our own bodies, flaunting our parents’ 
ttust in us, while Chick, and others like 


him, used us for their own pleasure. Then, 
when they tired, they left us to face the 
consequences alone. 

A decent boy took the girl he loved out 
places. He wanted to be seen with her, 
wanted to show her off. And he dreamed 
of marrying her some day, just as John 
Ogden had wanted to marry Mother. 

I think that’s when T first began to think 
about going to see John. He had been 
over to see Mother once after we moved 
into the horrible apartment. I don’t know 
what Mother said to him. I know he asked 
if he could help in any way and offered to 
take the witness stand in her behalf. He 
asked if she needed any money, if she was 
all right. But as far as I know, Mother 
saw him only once. 

The truth came slowly. I had to swallow 
it in tiny gulps, like taking bitter medi- 
cine. Mother still loved John and would 
always love him. She sent him away be- 
cause [| still held her tied to me and be- 
cause she loved him so terribly much. She 
wouldn’t ask him to share the shame with 
her, that wasn’t Mother’s way. A. pang of 
nostalgic longing for my old life swept 
through me as I remembered that she’d 
married my father when he didn’t even 
have a job! She’d stuck by him. saw him 
rising to fame. had gone on loving him 
for years after death had cheated her of a 
living love to cherish her. And when. after 
years of loneliness. God had sent John Og- 
den to her I had denied her a chance to 
ease the pain of loneliness. When John 
had come himself, begging to help her in 
her time of trouble. she had thanked him— 
sent him away. She still had her duty to 
me to fulfill and she wouldn’t let John 
Ogden build his hopes then crush them. 

The next night I went to see John. I 
went just as soon as I knew he would be 
home from work. It took more 
courage than I possessed to go to his apart- 


almost 


ment and knock on his door. 

He looked startled when he me. 
“Suzy! What brings you here—is Ellie— 
did something happen to your Mother?” 
Concern was in his voice. I walked past 


saw 


him, over to the sofa where I’d sat so many 
times before. before I'd made Mother move 
away. Then I started talking. I told him 
everything—about how unhappy Mother 
was—how she wanted to leave—how tired 
she always was. And I told him about my 
pregnancy, how Chick had refused to help 
me, how I couldn’t keep it from Mother 
much longer. I’d have to quit school. And 
in spite of my effort at self-control, the 
tears spilled down my face, and John 
patted me awkwardly. His hand felt heavy, 
yet so gentle on me, like the comfort of a 
dear friend—or a brother. A father’s gen- 
tle caress—that’s what it was—the father’s 
comfort I’d never known, the father’s lov- 
ing protection I could have had but had 
denied myself. My heart crumbled into a 
million pieces. I threw my arms around 
his neck, burying my head against his 


shoulder. His arms held me gently. He 
said softly, “Cry. Suzy. Get it all out of 
your system, you'll feel better.” I couldn’t 
have controlled my sobs then no matter 
what. I cried for the grief I’d been through 
and that I’d put Mother and John through. 
But mostly I cried for the father I’d re- 
fused to accept. 

When my sobs subsided John gently sat 
me down in the chair and asked kindly, 
“Does Ellie know you are here, Suzy?” 

“No, I didn’t tell her I was coming. She 
might have forbid me to. She’s so proud, 
and she thinks she’s caused you so much 
pain and trouble already. Only she didn’t. 
It was me. What am I going to do?” I 
looked up at him expecting to see pity. 
There was only sympathy on his kind face. 

He said gently, “I don’t know, child, T 
really don’t know. Maybe, if Ellie will 
marry me we could move upstate. You'd 
be in a different school. When is your 
baby—” 

“Late spring some time. I haven’t been 
to a doctor yet.” I paused, then asked, 
timidly, “Do you still want to marry 
Mother. after the trial and the way I am 
and all?” 

He didn’t hesitate. “Suzy, my child, 
there is so much you have yet to learn of 
love. Love is sharing the hardships and 
the struggles of life as well as the joys. 
It’s loving what’s inside a person’s heart 
and mind. It’s knowing and understand- 
ing the purity of the soul, not just the 
physical aspects, the sexual attraction and 
infatuation. That’s why real love strength- 
ens when put to the test while pure physi- 
cal attraction has no character or backbone 
to grow on. sé“it crumbles away, leaving 
only a void. Or, as in your case. leaving 
hatred. Of course. I still love your mother.” 

I sat staring at him. Why hadn’t I known 
all this before? Mother had told me and 
shown me. but I had been too smart and 
too selfish. I had thought money was all 
important—and keeping Chick all to my- 
self. 

“Do you want me to go home with you 
now to see Ellie?” John asked. 

“Oh, would you? Come now, and I'll 
This is Mother’s night off 

I’ve learned to cook and 


cook dinner. 
from her job. 
iron and everything.” 

“Good girl.” John said approvingly. 

Mother and John were married quietly. 
That was two years ago. I live with them. 
The tourist court they built upstate is 
lovely and has a large court in the back; 
an ideal place for my little Ellalee to play 
in safely. 

I’m happy living with Mother and John 
and knowing I have security for my daugh- 
ter and myself. But I won’t deny it is a 
lonely life. When I see John and Mother 
glowing in their love for each other, I still 
feel shame for having denied them their 
happiness earlier—and sometimes I dare 
to pray that my sin will be forgiven and 
that there will yet be a right kind of love 
for me. THE END 
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The Woman Behind Jackie 


(Continued from Page 37) 


o end his career as a ball player and to 
begin another as a business executive was 
not a snap judgment. It was an inevitable 
change which Mrs. Robinson expected. 

For a number of years Jack had been 
talking about retiring, and he kept looking 
for a business with a good future,” she says. 

[ think it was my desire to have him com- 
plete 10 years as a major league player 
that restrained him from resigning last 
ear. I feared that in later life he would 
egret not having ‘rounded-out’ this phase 
of his life. So he stayed, but he also worked 
on an idea to build a housing project for 
sur middle income group, and made several 
trips to Washington, D. C. in an effort to 
reate interest and to obtain capital. I am 
especially pleased about the fact that in 
his new position Jack will have some free 
ime to continue this undertaking.” 

Before accepting the offer made by 
Chock Full O’ Nuts, Jackie spent months 
liscussing the proposition with William 
Black, president of the company, with a 
family friend and advisor, Martin Stone, 
ind with his wife and children. He finally 
sut the problem to a family vote. “We took 

poll at breakfast,” explained Mrs. Rob- 
nson. “In my opinion, whatever Jack 
wanted to do would be best for the family. 
| knew he was anxious to get out of base- 
all while he was at his peak; so I voted 
or the vice-presidency. Our seven-year- 
ld daughter, Sharon, and our five-year-old 
on, David, also wanted Jack to leave the 
Dodgers. Being a businessman would give 
him more time at home with them. 

“The one dissenting voice came from 
jackie, Jr.. who was practically born in 
Ebbet’s Field, knows every usher, hot dog 

nder, clubhouse man and Dodger player. 
\fter Jack’s trade to the Giants, Jackie was 
lad our vote was contrary to his wishes. 
Now he won’t have to root for his daddy 

a Giant player.” Jackie receives huge 
cartons of mail daily, and his fans, too, are 
pleased with his decision. They write they 
ill miss his playing, but think he made a 
ood choice. 

The Robinson family is delighted with 
ts new life which is “run on a regular 

hedule” for the first time. Breakfast in 
three shifts is served at 7 a.m., 8 a.m., 
ind 9 a.m. Jackie drives to the Stamford, 
Conn., station, parks his car, boards the 
ommuter’s 8:02 for New York City where 
his office is located. A school bus picks up 
lackie, Jr. and Sharon who attend public 
chool. David rides to nursery school with 
his mother or a neighbor. The mothers 
have formed a car pool. Jackie is back 
home in time for 6:30 p.m. supper, and a 
isit with the children before their 8 p.m. 
bedtime. 

Beamed Mrs. Robinson: “This year Jack 
lidn’t have to leave us for six-weeks spring 
training. We can plan a summer vacation 


f } 


and weekend trips—something we never 
have enjoyed and most families take for 
granted. We hope to develop a circle of 
friends. We had no social life the 10 years 
we lived in New York City because we 
were seldom able to go out evenings. We 
are installing a hi-fi system and building 
up our record collection.” 

Since neither of the Robinsons smoke nor 
drink, night clubs do not appeal to them. 
They derive pleasure from both classical 
and jazz music, enjoy outdoor sports. The 
private lake on their estate is being 
dredged for swimming and stocked for fish- 
ing. They will be able to skate on it dur- 
ing the winter months. The children are 
learning to ride horseback and to ski. Mrs. 
Robinson likes to dance; her husband’s fa- 
vorite relaxation is golf; so he is practicing 
the cha-cha-cha, she, a putt and drive. 

Mrs. Robinson does not think she will 
miss the exciting life of a baseball star’s 
wife. “Not all of my remembrances are 
happy ones,” she mused. “Especially those 
early years, when I had to listen to so many 
unpleasant remarks, caused many heart- 
aches. I shall never forget the first time 
Jack played in Baltimore. Behind me sat 
a group of men whose comments were real- 
ly vicious. I had to listen and take it. I 
couldn’t stoop to their level to fight back. 
My humiliation was mixed with frustration. 
and with anguish for Jackie and our race 
which too often is subjected to inhuman 
treatment. 

“Jack always tried to ignore hecklers. 
His attitude was, ‘I’m here to play ball and 
not to listen to what goes on in the stands.’ 
Booing stimulated him to play a_ better 
game, to prove he could perform regard- 
less of the baiting. They say he was at his 
best in the Polo Grounds because Giant 
fans always were ‘on’ him.” 

Among her happy memories are four 
great days. The first was Jackie’s last 
night in Montreal. After winning the minor 
league world series, fans streamed onto the 
field, lifted Jackie onto their shoulders, and 
carried him around the park. As he left, 
hundreds raced after him. Remarked a 
newsman: “This is the first time I’ve seen 
a mob chasing a Negro out of love.” 

The second red letter day was Jackie’s 
first as a major leaguer. He had not been 
satisfied with his work during spring train- 
ing and worried over what would happen 
opening day. “But he had a phenomenal 
day,” smiles Mrs. Robinson. “As I recall 
he got four or five hits, a home run, and 
stole a couple of bases. That gave us a 
good start and a good feeling. 

“The next exciting day was in 1951 in 
Philadelphia, when the Dodgers had to win 
the ball game to stay in the pennant run- 
ning. The Giants had tied them, and after 
14 innings, Jack made the catch that saved 


the game and hit the home run that wo 
the game. The fourth and greatest was th 
day the Dodgers defeated the Yankees an 
won the World Series. Jack was as excite) 
as a little boy. Since he doesn’t drink, he 
expressed his joy and gay feeling by whis. 
tling and singing.” 

Mrs. Robinson is convinced her hushand 
would make a great manager of a basebal] 
team. “He has baseball instincts, some. 
thing with which you are born and could 
never learn,” she asserts. “He’s a wonder. 
ful strategist. He knows all the fine points 
of the game, and, regardless of what some 
people say, he can work very well with 
men. They would respect his ability and 
knowledge. A managerial job, however, 
would leave us with the old problems of 
a disrupted family life and financial inse. 
curity, so I'm pleased with my husband’: 
decision. 

“Jack and I are forward-looking people,” 
commented Mrs. Robinson. “We look 
ahead to the future, and don’t look back, 
We’ve had ten wonderful, exciting years in 
baseball, but the next ten should prove 
more rewarding. We will enjoy a closer 
family life, and at last. Jack has a position 
that assures him a steady income—an in- 
portant factor when you have children to 
rear. Chock Full O’ Nuts is a growing or. 
ganization, and we have faith in its presi- 
dent who convinced us of his sincere in- 
terest in my husband. ‘I have a lifetime 
interest in Jack,’ he said, ‘and_ there is 
plenty of room for him at the top.’ Mr 
Black, in turn. can count on Jack’s com- 
plete effort and loyalty.” 

Approximately 75 per cent of the firm's 
employees are Negro, and the turnover in 
personnel is high and costly. The first as 
signment of the new vice-president, who is 
in charge of personnel, will involve hur- 
dreds of people, but it is basically the same 
as the job so capably filled by Nurse 
Rachael Annetta Isum since that February 
day in 1946 when she became Mrs. Jackie 
Robinson. Mr. Robinson will listen to the 
problems of his brood, and strive to guide 
them into wise decisions. THE END 








On The Records 


(Continued from Page 13) 


Sometimes I’m Happy, | Know That You 
Know and When I Grow Too Old To 
Dream, his voicings played out against 
Stuff Smith’s jazzy fiddling in the back 
ground. For his ballad offerings, Nat blends 
his voice with Juan Tizol’s valve trombon- 
ing to draw weirdly beautiful tone patterns 
from Lonely One, Blame It On My Youth 
and Caravan, the instrumentalist’s own 
composition. 

Whatever the song, Nat, as a vocalist 
fully lives up to his title of “King” on the 
sides. 

Capitol is almost certain to have a smash 
sales hit in the new Nat Cole album. Meat 
while Cole continues to march merrily 
along as the diskery’s bluechip artis. 
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Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 15) 


pefore taking off for their first trip 
to Europe. Frankie Lymon and his Teen- 
Agers were invited by the Panamanian 
government to appear at Carnival there. 
They were the only rock ’n’ roll act 
hooked for the week’s entertainment. and 
the tab for the kids’ appearance ran $12,- 
000. 

Diahann Carroll, ingenue star of 
Broadway's “House of Flowers” turned 
gphisticate cafe singer after the Broad- 
way run, but has now had her whole act 
revamped into something more suitable 
for her 20 year. Result: a big problem of 
yhat to do with $20,000 worth of sexy 
gowns she’s no longer allowed to wear. 
Japanese actress Shirley Yamaguchi 
tok time out while making American 
movies in Hollywood to learn a rock ’n’ 
roll song to perform when she returned to 
Japan. She told Japanese audiences that 
it was a gift from the USA. The song: 
Ray Charles’ Ain’t That Love. 

Edna McGriff, who gave up show- 
business after her big splash with ‘“Hea- 
vnly Father” married her childhood 
sweetheart and started a family, has de- 
cided that there’s no business like show- 
business and is now staging a comeback 
that’ll put her right back on top again. 
Before the Broadway closing of “Mr. 
Wonderful,” starring Sammy Davis, Jr., 
his leading lady Olga James gave her cute 
understudy, Louise Woods, a chance to go 
on so the critics could see her. 

Jocko Henderson, “the great googa 
mooga ace from outer space” (who inci- 
dentally has just had himself incorporat- 
ed) wishes he had a for-real rocket ship 
to keep up with his busy schedule of daily 
radio shows. His three-hour afternoon 
show is in Philadelphia and the evening 
show in New York. That outerspace suit 
and helmet that Jocko wears when he 
“lands” was borrowed from the U. S. Air 
Force and was actually worn in combat 
duty. 

Big social event of the season was 
Dinah Washington’s latest wedding, on- 
stage of the Casino Royale in Washing- 
ton where she was appearing at the time. 
The “Queen” had hoped to have a quartet 
(of ex-husbands) accompanied by a rock 
'Y roll band provide the traditional Wed- 
ding March, but all four expressed regrets 
“we're unable to attend today.” 

Constant tours and one-nighters have 
begun to beat roly-poly blues singer, Fats 
Domino . . . he took out a big insurance 
policy on his pipes. 

Sax-blowing Earl Bostic has opened 
adance pavilion in Los Angeles and plans 
call for a big $10,000 remodeling job on 
the place. He means to have the sharpest 
ballroom in town. 
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tyranny he had known in his young life. 
For weeks now, I had known the conflict 
which was going on inside the boy. I 
thought back to the times my son had come 
to me, chin quivering, to report the child- 
ish brutalities Tommy had inflicted. I had 
been right in handling it the way I did. I 
had been right in taking a chance on be- 
ing misunderstood by the boy, in telling 
him that this was his battle and that he’d 
have to win it. 

“I’m not going to the school to complain. 
I’m not going to Tommy’s father to get him 
to leave you alone,” I had told Charlie, Jr. 
“T want you to prove to me that you can 
stand up for yourself. I want you to prove 
it to yourself. I’ve taught you how to de- 
fend yourself against bullies like Tommy 
Crane. You’ve got to fight back, stand up 
for yourself. You’ve got to stop running 
away from Tommy and showing him that 
you're afraid.” 

Today, Charlie, Jr., did just that. Even 
Bessie is proud of him. Bessie, who was 
afraid that I was carrying the thing too 
far, afraid our son would feel deserted be- 
cause I didn’t come to his rescue. I’m 
proud of her too. Proud of the way she 
went along even though she suffered tor- 
tures like any mother who wants to protect 
the youngster she loves dearly. Bessie had 
special reasons for going along though. 
She knows, better than anyone on earth, 
that I had to do it the way I did. She 
knows how terribly important it is to me 
that our son never suffers the way I suf- 
fered; that he never cringes from life with 
the most abject shame a boy can have— 
shame for his own father. 

I’ve known that kind of shame. I’ve 
known it and come close to allowing it to 
warp my whole life. It was an ugly, haunt- 
ng thing which all but cheated me of the 
happiness to which every man aspires. For 
most of my youth, I hated my father be- 
cause I was ashamed of him. 

It’s all behind me now. Yet, the sordid 
story is as vivid as a wound. The dif- 
ference is that where I used to brood about 
it. live in its shadow, I have become mas- 
ter of the tragedy which marred my youth. 
Where that tragedy was once a negative 
thing, it has now become a positive, urging 
force in my life. For, thinking back to 
what my father did to my life, I am in- 
spired to fight and strive to see that the 
same thing never happens to my son. I 
am determined that my son will be proud 
of me, always; proud of the knowledge that 
his father is a real, honest-to-goodness, 
man. 

My father wasn’t.... 

I remember the night I prayed to God— 
not the prayer that Mom and Dad had 
taught me, not the “Now I lay me down to 
sleep” prayer. I prayed a prayer all my 
64 


own. I prayed it with a sob in my voice, 
tears in my eyes, and a terrible pain in 
my heart. 

“God, please make it a lie.” I prayed. 
“Please make my Daddy be like Johnny’s 
daddy. Make him get drunk every Satur- 
day night and fuss and fight with Mom and 
me like Johnny’s daddy. Or make him be 
like Mr. Farrell and let everybody in the 
neighborhood shake their heads and talk 
about how he fools around with young girls 
and doesn’t bring his money home to Mrs. 
Farrel and their three kids. Make him a 
crook, God. Make him mean. Let him 
beat me all he wants to. Please God, make 
my Daddy anything but a ele 

I couldn’t say the ugly word which had 
been flung at me that day at high school. 

“Charlie’s daddy is a sissy. Charlie’s 
daddy is a sissy.” 

I could hear the taunting rhythm of it 
then as I lay in my bed. I couldn’t pray 
any longer. Reality crowded in on me 
and made me know that there wasn’t much 
God could do now. Not anything, really. 
The newspaper had fixed that. God couldn’t 
make people forget they had read the 
newspaper. 

I couldn’t go to sleep. Nor could I get 
it out of my mind—the long chain of events 
which the story in the newspaper climaxed. 
I couldn’t forget either that Mom was in- 
the next room crying softly. 

I couldn’t hear her. But I knew. I al- 
ways knew when Mom was crying. Ever 
since I could remember, there had been 
many-times when she cried herself to sleep. 
I had caught her at it sometimes. 

Why couldn’t I be a small kid now? A 
small, dumb kid who had no idea what was 
going on. I had been like that once. I 
had adored my Dad and worshipped my 
Mom and I had believed that their gay, 
laughing, loving ways together were real. 

It was a perfect home in those days. We 
always had fun, the three of us. Dad was 
a clerk in one of the big department 
stores in the Connecticut city where we 
lived. He was more than just a clerk. He 
was chorale director and organist for our 
community center. It used to fill me with 
deep pride when Dad went into the big 
room on the first floor, closed the door 
and played his organ. The big, swelling 
sounds were so rich, so beautiful. Sunday 
afternoons we'd all dress up and walk 
proudly to the center. I felt important 
watching Dad sitting straight and com- 
manding at the organ, making the lovely 
sounds for all the people to hear, for the 
chorus to sing by. 

I didn’t know that, even in those days, 
there was a sorry skeleton locked in the 
family closet. I didn’t know that there 
were times when Dad left our home and 
didn’t come home all night. I didn’t know 





that my mother was alone and in teay 
then, feeling something was wrong, gy 
pecting, but not daring to believe the te. 
rible truth. 

The night I lay in bed, praying to God 
I knew everything. It had all been in th 
paper. Ronny James, the chorus’ leading 
soloist—darkly handsome, curly-heade4 
Ronny James—Dad’s best friend and ¢op. 
stant companion had been featured in the 
news story. His picture had been printed, 
side by side with Dad’s. The story had told 
how Ronny had gone to the hospital and 
my Dad had gone to jail after Dad had 
beaten Ronny mercilessly in Ronny’ 
apartment. It was all there in black and 
white. Ronny had told the police that he 
and Dad had been intimate friends singe 
they were in the Army together. Ronny 
was almost ten years younger than Dad. 
He had lived in South Carolina when he 
was drafted. When they were discharged, 
Dad had persuaded Ronny to come to Con. 
necticut to live. They had shared a place 
together until Dad married Mom. Dad 
had used his influence to get Ronny a 
scholarship in voice lessons. All the time, 
they had been carrying on an affair—even 
when Dad was pretending to be a loving 
husband and devoted father. 

It was all in the newspaper, even how 
the fight between them had come about, 
Ronny told the police that he had decided 
to break off the relationship with my 
father. Dad argued with him, then seem. 
ingly went out of his head and beat him wp. 

Last night, I had awakened very late, 
to hear the bell ringing. Standing at the 
door of my room, I could hear deep voices 
and Mom crying. The police had come tv 
get Dad and take him to jail. Ronny wa 
hurt badly. I had run outside screamin 
to the police not to take my Daddy away. 
Mom had caught me to her, her tears fall 
ing on my face, hugged me tightly to her. 
telling me everything would be all right, 
telling me it was just a mistake, that Daddy 
would be back home soon. 

This morning, she had pretended every: 
thing was normal. She had insisted that! 
get ready for school just as I always had. 
This afternoon, during gymn period, my 
traditional enemy, Sammy Bright, had 
swaggered over to me, flanked by a bunch 
of cronies and holding the newspaper 
clipping in front of my eyes. 

“Charlie’s Daddy is a sissy,” he had 
chanted. “Charlie’s Daddy is a sissy.” 

When he was tired of baiting me, he hal 
walked away after shoving the newspapet 
clipping into my hand. 

So now I could understand. I could w 
derstand how, as I had grown older, ! 
could notice that there were times whet 
Dad and Mom weren’t gay and laughing 
and loving together. I could notice time 











when there was strain and silence betwee! 
them, even though they both always tried!" 
make me feel wanted and loved and tH 
object of their mutual affection. I couli 
understand the times when I had heart 
the low murmur of their quarrelling " 
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their bedroom; the times when Daddy tried 
to kiss my mother and she wouldn’t let him 
kiss her: the way she had been unable to 
conceal her hatred for Ronny when he 
came to the house to visit or drove up in 
his fashy convertible to drive off with Dad. 

I thought of all that, standing there in 
the gymnasium, looking at the newspaper 
article and looking at the pictures of Dad 
and Ronny. I thought of it but I refused to 
believe it until I had run all the way home 
in the middle of the schoo] day—run home 
to Mom so she could tell me it wasn’t true. 

But she couldn’t tell me that. She could 
only crumple into tears. She could only 
take me into her arms and put her head 
against mine and cry those racking. terri- 
fying tears. We had tried to eat dinner 
together. The front doorbell kept ringing. 
The phone kept ringing and neither of us 
bothered to answer. We sat at the table, 
irying to make believe everything was fine, 
trying to stuff food into our mouths. But 
it didn’t work. Finally, Mom had said she 
She went into her room 
Later, I could hear her 


was going to bed. 
and I into mine. 
crying. 


HE NEXT MORNING, I woke early, 

surprised that I had been asleep at all. 
I went into Mom’s room. She was up and 
dressed and packing clothes into suitcases. 
Her eyes were red and I could tell she 
hadn’t slept. 

“We're going to leave this place. Char- 
lie,” she told me. “We’re going away.” 

A vast sense of relief flooded over me. 
I had already made up my mind that I 
couldn’t go back to school and face the 
kids again after what had happened. Id 
always been so proud of Dad, always 
bragged about how much he knew, how 
smart he was. Even the schoolmates who 
wanted to be kind to me—who wouldn’t 
taunt me about our family disgrace— 
would keep me miserably conscious of 
what had happened by giving me pitying 
or sympathetic looks. I hated them all. even 
my friends. I hated my father, That 
was one thing I had decided firmly before 
falling off to sleep the night before. How 
could he have done this ugly thing to me, 
to Mom, and especially to himself? What 
could one man want with another man, 
especially when he had a pretty woman 
like Mom who loved him? I decided that 
my Dad must be a monster in human dis- 
guise, not unlike some of the characters 
he had told me about when I sat on his 
knee and listened to child stories years ago. 
The very sense of loss I felt for him. the 
‘ery memories of how much I had loved 
him, now bittersweet, served to fill me more 
and more with a slow- blazing hatred. I 
hated this town too and I was glad Mom 
and I were leaving. Mom was all I had left 
earth. My sole ambition from now on 
would be to try to make it up to her for 
the rotten deal she’d had at the hands of 
my father. 

Mom had relatives in a small, lovely 
New Jersey suburb just outside of Newark. 
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There was Uncle James and Aunt Cecelia. 
\lom’s brother, Uncle James, was ten years 
older than she. He and Aunt Cecelia had 
never had children yet always wanted them. 
[hey loved Mom very much and to them, 
| was the child they’d yearned for. Uncle 
James wasn’t a rich man but, as he put it, 
comfortable.” They had a fine big house; 
iothing showy, but the kind of place that 
ypens its arms to you and makes you feel 
welcome. There wasn’t anything they 
failed to try to do to make Mom and me 
happy. It was tough trying to make be- 
lieve we were happy, for both of us had 
been so dreadfully scarred and both of us 
were trying desperately to console the other 
without saying so in words. Also, we hated 
to appear ungrateful for what my aunt and 
incle were doing for us. So we acted out 

grim farce, going through the motions 
of adjusting to the new life. 

Mom wanted to get a job but Uncle 
James wouldn’t hear of it. He encouraged 
her to be a lady of leisure. That’s the way 
he put it. There was plenty she could do, 

she just must, to help Cecelia around 
the big house and with my aunt’s civic 
work in the friendly little community. As 

or me. I attended the local school with 
me thing to be thankful for, that nobody 
there knew about the scandal. 

\t first, I was reluctant to make friends 
with anyone. Deep down inside, I missed 
the old friends back in Connecticut, but I 
didn’t want to admit it. It was a fear of 
building new friendships and being hurt 
igain that held me back. My’ refusal to 

itegrate with the rest of the kids made 
them look on me as odd. It was such a 
small school that practically everyone was 
in the same crowd. Gradually, under the 
ender urging of my aunt and the kindly, 
hrewd advice of Uncle James, I began to 
want to get into the swim of association. 
It was one of life’s ironies that I chose the 
wrong person as a buddy. 

I chose Herby Smalls. He was the last 

fellow in the new crowd I thought Id be- 
come friends with. For one thing, from the 
first day, he had gone all out to cultivate 
me, to try to force me to notice and like 
him. Herb was a slim, sensitive boy who 
failed miserably in most subjects and ded- 
icated himself with a fury to his paint- 
ing. He was a kid genius at the easel. 
Everybody forgave him for being so dense 
in class when they looked at the stack of 
paintings he had done in his old man’s 
garage, paintings which showed maturi- 
ty far beyond his years. Something in- 
tinctive told me that I didn’t want the 
kind of pal who spent his spare hours 
painting and studying art books instead of 
playing ball on the lot or joining in the 
rough and boisterous fun the other fellows 
enjoyed. He didn’t even have a girl, al- 
though he was one of the best-looking fel- 
lows in the school. 

He was constantly after me to go to the 
show with him Saturday afternoons or to 
come over to his house. Even after I de- 
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cided to make friends with the other fel- 
lows, I found excuses for Herb. I couldn’t 
put my finger on the reason for my hanging 
back, but there was something there. Then 
curiosity finally got the best of me; Herb 
told me one day that he had made a 
sketch of me. 

I was touched and flattered, but sur- 
prised. 

“Why, me. Herb?” I asked, puzzled. 

He didn’t look me in the eye. He just 
looked sort of shy and kicked his toe 
nervously in the dirt in back of the school- 
yard. 

“T don’t know. Charlie,” he said. “I just 
wanted to.” Then he glanced up at me 
quickly. “Like to see it?” 

I wanted terribly to see it. I was in- 
trigued as we walked slowly over to Herb’s 
house. Why should he have gone to the 
trouble. I had to admit it made me feel 
important. After all, Herb might be a big 
shot artist some day. Think of the fun 
of bragging that Mr. Herbert Smalls, the 
famous portrait artist, you know, once 
sketched my picture from memory and 
hung it in his father’s garage. 

With a bashful pride, Herb unveiled his 
work of art after carefully closing the 
garage doors. I stood staring at it for 
breathless moments. It was a wonderful 
sketch. The secret thoughts and dreams 
which I guarded and never expected any- 
one to uncover were caught miraculously 
in the finely-shaded lines. The eyes were 
so real, so accurate that I felt something 
close to fear looking into them. 

“It’s great, Herb,” I said with real feel- 
ing. 

He looked at me with shining eyes, like 
I’d given him some precious gift. Almost 
as if he wanted to pay me for the praise, 
Herb turned and ran into the house, 
bringing out a big jar of cider and some 
homemade cookies. We sat on wooden 
boxes in the garage and talked. Herbie 
told me how he got ideas for painting, how 
different colors represented different feel- 
ings to him, how he loved to wander off 
by himself to find a tree or a flower to 
sketch. He pulled out some of his work— 
work which he swore he’d never shown 
anyone else. I sensed his loneliness, his 
need for a friend and I was suddenly 
ashamed of the way I had been treating 
him. After all, I needed friendship too. I 
was living unrealistically in the past. 

When I decided it was time to go home, 
I was amazed at the hours which had 
passed. What fun it had been. 

“See you in Sunday School, kid,” I told 
him. It was my generation’s way of af- 
fectionate farewell with a promise to see 
my new friend in school the next day. 

Herbie had his back to me. He was roll- 
ing up something carefully. He handed it 
to me with that odd, shy look. 

“For you,” he said. 

It was the sketch. 


MoM WAS scarcely able to control her 


delight when I came home with the 


sketch and raving about Herbie and why 
a good fellow he was. She had been wo. 
ried about my self-imposed isolation, my 
refusal to make friends at school. Une 
James was pleased too. He remarked why 
a fine picture it was and offered to buy m 
a good frame for it. 

I noticed but didn’t attach much impo. 
tance to the shadow of worry which crossed 
Aunt Cecelia’s face or the fact that she 
hadn’t much to say at the dinner table tha 
night. 

I was in for a shock that same evening. 
Mom had gone to bed early with a head. 
ache. I was in my room doing my home 
work. My aunt and uncle were downstairs 
sitting in the two old brown rocking chair 
on the back porch. I decided to get a glass 
of cold milk from the refrigerator. I went 
down quietly, not wanting to awake Mom, 
whose room was right at the head of the 
stairs. Aunt Cecelia had left the kitchen 
light on. I was walking toward the refrig. 
erator when I stopped short. Aunt Cecelia 
was talking about me. 

“T know, James.” she was saying ina 
low. excited tone. “But the Smalls boy, of 
all boys. Why the Smalls boy? You know 
what everyone says about him, that trouble 
he got into.” 

Uncle James’ cool, relaxed voice came 
up over hers. 

“You’re worrying unnecessarily,” he 
told my aunt. “That boy’s made of good 
stuff. Got a lot of talent. That busines 
that happened. Probably just some kid 
foolishness. Besides, P’Il bet on Charlie 
be able to tell the difference between right 
and wrong.” 

I was embarrassed at getting into a sitv 
ation like this, eavesdropping really. | 
turned to get back up the stairs as quietly 
as possible. My Aunt Cecelia’s next word 
stung me into stopping short. 

“Does he?” she demanded with a fright. 
ening passion in her tone. “Does Charli 
know the difference between right and 
wrong?” 

Her voice took on added drama. 

“James, how do you know he didn’t take 
after his father?” 

I couldn’t stay to hear another word. | 
felt as though someone had lashed m 
across the face with a fine, thin whip. ! 
crept up the stairs, went into my room, 
locked the door, turned off the lights anl 
lay in the darkness, thinking, just think 
ing. 

The old ghost had returned to live with 
me—the ghost I had begun to beliew 
would disappear. My own aunt, who lovel 
me dearly, wondered if I had taken after 
my father. Then those significant cot 
ments which had been made about Herbie 
the trouble he’d been in. I was in a tor 
ment of confused thinking and hurt. On 
thing I resolved: whatever they said abott 
Herbie or me, he was my friend and thi 
was the way it was going to stay. 

I became almost defiant in my cultiv 
ing of Herbie’s friendship. I invited him® 
the house for dinner. We palled around 
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together at school. | accompanied him on 
his long, searching walks into the heart of 
the countryside, sat watching with un- 
broken admiration as he worked. It never 
occurred to me to try to find out about the 
“trouble” my aunt had mentioned. I would 
have thought this disloyal. I had a buddy 
and I was going to stick by him. It was a 
very satisfactory relationship—until the 
day I fell in love with Bessie. 

Bessie Hobson was the name she gave 
the teacher when the tiny, brown-eyed girl 
first came into class. The term was half 
over but her people had just moved up 
from the South. She was a shy girl with 
a soft-breaking smile and twin dimples in 
her cheeks. She was a quiet thing, almost 
scared, it seemed. I didn’t fall in love with 
her right away the way they write about. 
At least, I didn’t think I did. I had the 
funniest feeling about her. like I wanted 
to protect her. I'd been fairly shy myself 
about girls up until then. But this was the 
type of girl I thought I'd like to have for 
a sister. That’s the way she struck me 
then. 

I don’t know where I got the courage 
to begin talking to her during our free pe- 
riod that day. I guess I just had to do it 
because she seemed to be so lonely, so de- 
serted, sitting off by herself. I introduced 
myself clumsily and got an awkward con- 
versation going. I felt like someone had 
made me a precious gift when she said I 
could walk her home. 

I forgot all about the fact that Herbie 
and I usually left school together. I didn’t 
think it was important. I was proud that 
I was going to be like a lot of the other 
fellows who had a girl to take home. Her- 
bie was standing outside waiting when I 
came out with Bessie. 

“Hey, chum,” I called. 
night.” 

I was struck by the peculiar expression 
that came across Herbie’s face—the savage 
look he gave Bessie. the hurt look he 
tossed at me as he turned and went off in 
the opposite direction. 

“Wonder what’s eating him?” I mused 
aloud. I thought it was just another of 
Herbie’s peculiar moods. He had them 
often. Times when he seemed to disappear 
within himself. 

“Maybe he’s jealous.” Bessie suggested, 
smiling that sweet, slow smile. “He’s your 
best friend, isn’t he?” 

“He’s my ace,” I said proudly. “Maybe 
he is jealous.” 

We laughed about that, then forgot about 
Herbie. We took a long, slow, enjoyable 
time getting home and when we reached 
Bessie’s place, I had done the next best 
thing to asking a girl to go steady with 
you. I'd made her promise that I’d be the 
one to walk her home every afternoon. I 
also volunteered to spend some time with 
her helping her catch up on the work she'd 
missed that term. 

That night, Herbie and I had agreed, 
we were going to paint an old jalopy his 
dad had bought for him. I put on some old 


“See you to- 


clothes after supper and went over to his 
house. Herbie’s mother said he had come 
home from school, gone straight to his 
room, refused supper and gone to bed. I 
shrugged, never connecting what happened 
that afternoon and Herbie’s apparent bad 
mood. 

In fact, I got a little huffy about the 
way the guy was acting. If he wanted to 
go temperamental on me, let him. I'd just 
let him alone until he got over it. I wasn’t 
begging for anybody’s company. Besides, 
I was stimulated at the thought of Bessie 
becoming my new companion. I wanted 
Bessie to get to know Herbie too. I wanted 
her to share my admiration for the guy 
and his great talent. You know how it is, 
you want your girl to be tops with your 
best buddy. 

It wasn’t going to happen that way. In 
fact, to my amazement. the following aft- 
ernoon, when we ran into each other at 
lunch period, Herbie cut me dead, passed 
right by as if I didn’t exist. I was pretty 
sore then, and unaware of what was going 
on. I didn’t stay sore long. I was too busy 
arguing with Bessie about letting me pay 
for her lunch. 


HE NEXT FEW months were crowded 

with a growing happiness. Bessie was 
the kind of girl a high school fellow dreams 
about. She knew just enough about sports 
not to embarrass you and not enough to 
keep you from having that superior feel- 
ing so necessary to male ego. She was at- 
tractive enough to make you envied when 
you walked down the street with her or 
took her to a party, but she wasn’t the 
flamboyant type who keeps you scared you 
might lose her to someone with more to 
offer. Mom was crazy about her. My aunt 
and uncle loved to tease us in a way that 
showed they were happy we were going 
steady. 

Yes, we were going steady. Believe me, 
I had lost that sisterly feeling about Bes- 
sie. I’d lost it long before the first night 
she let me kiss her when I was leaving her 
house where we’d been studying together. 
She was the first girl ’'d ever held in my 
arms and I was her first. In our innocence, 
we thought of that first, tender kiss as our 
unspoken betrothal, our promise to belong 
to each other for all time. 

I had found my place in the world. I 
had purpose and great reason for being 
now. There were two women in my life 
who believed in me and for whom I wanted 
to accomplish great things—Mom and Bes- 
sie. There was only one thing which kept 
me from feeling completely content with 
life. Herbie hadn’t spoken to me since that 
first day when I walked Bessie home. Aunt 
Cecelia had hinted around, asking why we 
didn’t pal together anymore. I answered 
her short. I still had traces of resentment 
about her conversation with Uncle James, 
the one she didn’t know I had heard. I 
wasn’t sore at Herbie for the way he had 
acted. I felt sorry for him. Just a lonely 
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kid. T figured. who was being unreasonable 
ibout losing his buddy to a girl. I thought 
t was that simple. 

When I woke up to the situation, I woke 
ip with a cruel shock. It just had to hap- 
pen in science class too. Mr. Jennings, the 
cience instructor, had an instinctive dis- 
like for me and sought every opportunity 
to show it. He got his chance that unfor- 
vettable afternoon when Herbie, returning 
from leaving the room on pass, dropped 

thick, sealed envelope on my desk. I 
tared at the letter and started to put it 
into my pocket. Curiosity got the best of 
me. I took out the half-dozen, closely-writ- 
ten sheets in Herbie’s handwriting. 

The first few sentences sent me cold 
with outrage and disbelief. 

“It’s just a year ago today that we be- 
came friends,” Herbie had written. 

Then he went on to tell how he felt 
about me, what the times we had spent to- 
xether in his Dad’s garage had meant to 
him and hew he had suffered because I had 
forsaken him for Bessie. He called her a 
filthy name. 

My eyes were fascinated on the writing. 
[ wanted to believe this was some mad 
lream. This letter wasn’t a letter from one 
»uddy to another—but an avowal, a con- 
fession of something which made my skin 
rawl even thinking about it. I had almost 
reached the end of it when the sheets of 
paper were snatched from my hand. Mr. 
Jennings stood over me, looking threat- 
ening. 

[ was desperate. My face burned and 
ny eyes held a deep horror. No one must 
read this fantastic letter. Mr. Jennings did. 
[ sat, cringing in my seat as he stood be- 
fore me, reading slowly, a flush coming up 
in his cheeks and a devilish triumph shin- 
ing in his eyes. 

The next thing I knew, Herbie and I 
vere facing each other in the principal’s 
office. The principal was talking with us 
eravely, asking all sorts of terrible ques- 
tions. Herbie was defiant. He didn’t seem 
o eare. I was crushed with only one wild 
emotion—a gathering rage; an itching de- 
ire to get my hands around Herbie’s neck, 
to choke him until he couldn’t breathe. 
\ly rage was virtually swallowed up in 
deeper conflict. From the principal’s 
questions, he was suspicious that some- 
thing unnatural had been going on between 
me and Herbie. Herbie’s answers didn’t 
help the situation any. My mind was racing 
away with all the possibilities, all the seri- 
ous repercussions this nasty mess could 


bring about. 

Finally, the principal uttered the dread 
words—to me, anyhow, they were almost 
like a sentence after trial. He told us we 
were both to bring a parent to school the 
ext day. 

[ knew immediately what I was going 
) do. 

! was going to smash Herbie’s face in 
that very afternoon—and then I was go- 
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ing to get out of there—out of the school, 
away from the town. I wouldn’t even tell 
Mom about what had happened. Maybe she 
would believe what the principal believed. 
Maybe she would think like Aunt Cecelia 
—that I had taken after Dad. Even if she 
didn’t believe it. I knew this shaming story 
would get around the school. Spiteful old 
Jennings would see to that. What would 
Bessie think of me? I shuddered. Leaving 
was the only way. I had a few dollars 
saved. I'd bum rides, get a job, do any- 
thing. But first, ’'d get my revenge. 

Outside the principal’s office, I collared 
Herbie. I was furious enough not to care 
where | got even. 

“Why did you do it?” I asked him be- 
tween clenched teeth. “Why did you write 
that filthy letter, and why didn’t you tell 
the principal I didn’t know about all those 
crazy ideas of yours?” 

The fist of my hand was closed as I 
waited for the words that would make it 
easier for me to drive it into Herbie’s face. 

He stood looking at me dumbly, a 
world of regret in his eyes and a world of 
something else that defeated me, forced 
me to release him and walk away slowly. 

I didn’t go back to class. I left the 
school building and ran home. I lied to 
Mom that I’d been excused with a head- 
ache. I told her I didn’t want any supper. 
In my room, I locked the door and quietly 
packed just enough things in a suitcase 
to tide me over until I got somewhere— 
anywhere. I figured I’d leave Mom a note. 
She’d find out what happened anyhow. I'd 
promise her to make something out of my- 
self and then send for her to come live 
with me if she wanted to. I was so mixed 
up, there was even doubt in my mind that 
she’d want to. 

I fell asleep, drawn out with sheer ex- 
haustion of thinking, planning and won- 
dering. It was eight o’clock when I heard 
Bessie’s voice. I thought I was dreaming. 
The voice and rapping on the door con- 
tinued. I got up sleepily, opened the door. 
She was standing there. 

“May I come in?” she asked. 

I stared at her stupidly. What was Bes- 
sie doing here and why had Mom allowed 
her to come up to my room. 

“Come in, Bessie,” I said. I was pre- 
pared for an ordeal. She had heard al- 
ready. What could I say to her? What 
could I tell her? 

She stood in the middle of the room. Her 
eyes fell on the suitcase. 

“Going somewhere without me?” she 
demanded lightly. Then, suddenly, she was 
in my arms. She just came to me and my 
arms opened up. I’m ashamed to say that 
all the pent-up tension inside me opened 
up, too, in a flood of quite unmanly tears. 

Bessie was stroking my hair, talking in 
a comforting voice. 

“I know, honey,” she was saying. “I 
know all about it. I know what you’ve been 
going through and how you feel. I knew 


that you’d want to run away too. So I came 
here to stop you.” 

This was the sweet. shy girl who seemed 
always to draw back from people. In this 
moment of my need she had a strength and 
a wisdom which gave me back the stamina 
I had lost. She told me how the story 
about Herbie and me had spread all around 
the school. She told me how she had cop. 
fronted Herbie that afternoon and talked 
with him, kindly, understandingly. He had 
broken down into tears and admitted hoy 
wrong he had been in the principal's of. 
fice. He had gone back to the principal 
and confessed that the letter he had written 
was strictly his own notion, that there had 
never been anything between us as far as 
I was concerned but a decent friendship, 
The principal had called Mr. Jennings in 
and instructed him to make a statement to 
the science class the next day, clearing my 
name. 

Bessie hadn’t stopped there. She had 
come to Mom and told the whole story, 
Mom had talked with her frankly about 
what happened with my Dad. 

“You love my boy very much, don’t you 
dear?” Mom had said to her. “You don't 
even have to answer. I know it. I think you 
are the one who ought to go to him and 
tell him he has nothing to be ashamed of.” 

“That’s what I’m here to tell you,” Bes 
sie said softly. “To tell you’ that you 
mustn’t ever think of running away, now 
or ever. You have to stand your ground 
and face life—if you love me.” 

That’s what I’ve been doing ever since 
that day, through college and my begin- 
ning to work in the real estate firm where 
I am now employed with a promising {v- 
ture. Bessie and I married immediately 
after we both graduated from college. The 
same wisdom and love she gave me back 
in those torture. days has been mine down 
the years. It was with me when Mon 
passed away a few years ago. It was with 
me every hour of every day of our mar 
riage. I’ve never heard from Dad. Herbie 
is a successful portrait artist but he never 
attained the heights to which his genius 
could have taken him. I suppose it’s the 
cruel, strange drive inside of him whichis 








keeping him back from life’s fullness. | 
have pity in my heart for Dad and for Her 
bie. ’'m glad I don’t hate Dad anymore. 
I’m glad, too, that I’ve learned how 
bring up Charlie, Jr., so—God_willing- 
he’ll never go through the awful expet 
ences I had to face. If he does, he will hav 
a little more backbone than I had when! 
wanted to solve my problems by runniti 
away from them. 

Most sins people commit are sins agail® 
themselves. Moral cowardice is often th 
greatest sin a person can commit agail® 
himself. That is something my son will 
know firmly and certainly—if it’s left # 


‘THE END 
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Exiled Romance 


(Continued from Page 33) 


Your three minutes are up. Please de- 

it four dollars and twenty-five cents if 

wish to continue.” The operator’s 

notone was a welcome interruption as 

[ drew a deep breath and explained hur- 

edly to Grace that I would call her back 
when I had more time. 

Just don’t do anything foolish, Liz,” 
Grace warned, her voice still quivering. I 
knew she was fighting back the tears. 

Goodbye. Gracie.” I blurted into the 

eiver. thankful that I had finished that 

istrating conversation at last. My spirits 
se the minute I stepped from the phone 
booth. out into the fragrant warmth of the 
nmer afternoon. 
[ felt as if I had just come out of a 
irkish bath. The phone booth was smoth- 
eringly hot. and combined with my sister’s 
bitter protests. it had been the longest 
ree minutes I had ever experienced. My 
ike-up was ruined with perspiration and 
I knew I should go back to my hotel and 
inge clothes. I looked at my watch. Al- 
most I didn’t have enough time 
thout keeping Roy waiting. He had 
promised to meet me in the hotel’s coffee 
hop for lunch. In the ladies’ room, I 
dabbed at my face with a powder puff and 
ombed back the straggling wisps of blonde 
hair which had loosened from my chignon. 
Even in the heat, I thought, I don’t look 
bad. not bad at all! 

Returning from the lobby, my searching 
eyes found Roy almost immediately. His 
slender. well-clothed figure was poised 

near the newsstand. In his grey suit, I’d 
never seen a dark man so smooth, so pol- 
Just think, my heart seemed to 
would be married before the 
But 
and 


noon! 


ished! 
hout we 
nth was over. It was breath-taking. 
also made me feel a little jumpy 
nervous. Instead of rushing over to him 
then, as my first impulse dictated, I turned 
:round and headed for the restaurant. I 
thought it would be better if he came to 
find me. So I let the headwaiter seat me 
the center of the room but facing the 
ide exit. I explained that I was waiting 
for a companion and would order break- 
fast when he arrived. 
‘Just coffee now, thank you,” I mur- 
ired to the waitress who took my order. 
Reluctantly, my mind drifted back to the 
telephone conversation I just made. I 
itulled over Grace’s reaction. Ironically. 
this whole thing would never have hap- 
pened if it hadn’t been for Gracie. But she 
had no right to dictate to me. I’m going 
marry Roy as soon as_ possible—she 
ould see! And why should I be upset by 
Grace’s emotions? She was only trying to 
idvise me. After all, it was she who sug- 
gested that I take the vacation. How could 


{) 


she be so inconsistent. I could almost hear 
her scolding voice saying: 

“Liz. it’s time you started building a life 
for yourself. You’re young, five years 
younger than [. There’s no reason why you 
can’t find a nice fellow, settle down and 
raise a family.” 

“Gracie. please.” I had answered. “I’m 
only twenty-nine. I’ve got lots of time. I 
have a good job and I make a good salary. 
I don’t even think I’m ready for mar- 
riage!” 

“But vou never seem to have any other 
interests or hobbies. Liz.” Grace had 
scolded. “You have over two thousand 
dollars saved. Why don’t you buy some 
new clothes this spring and take a trip 
some place? Go to a resort and meet new 
people. You can be more attractive if you 
really want to be! You need a man!” 

But I had laughed. then protested hotly 
that it was my life and I was living it the 
way I pleased. 

“Look. Gracie. I don’t want to talk about 
it now.” 

But Grace had persisted. “It’s time we 
talk about it. Pretty soon Norman will be 
coming home from the Army. Of course 
you’re welcome to stay here with us for- 
ever. if you want to. But how are you go- 
ing to meet anybody cooped up in this old 
place? 

I had wanted to tell Gracie then that if 
marriage meant living with a wolf and 
hopeless woman-chaser like Norman, I 
wanted no part of it! Our parents had 
been so taken in by Norman’s car and un- 
mortgaged house that they couldn’t see his 
other side. Even Gracie was swept off her 
feet. They were married less than a year 
before Norman decided to join the Army to 
“get it out of the way.” Secretly. I sus- 
pected that he was already tiring of Grace. 

A feeling of pity for Grace and for my- 
self tugged at my heart. I bit my lip to 
hold back the tears as Grace rambled on. 
Later. I went for a walk. 

“Don’t wait up for me Gracie.” I said 
before leaving. “I’m going to have a nice. 
long talk with myself. And remember. 
don’t lock me out.” 

I must have walked for hours. Maybe 
I covered several miles. I don’t know. I 
just walked and walked. When I finally 
got home. I knew Gracie was asleep. I was 
also afraid that Grace was right in some 
ways. I was wasting my youth and oppor- 
tunities in Chicago. Why couldn’t I force 
myself to attend club meetings and parties 
where all the men were? Right then and 
there I made up my mind to do something 
about my being an “old maid” school 
teacher. 

At breakfast the next morning, I told 


Grace that I had phoned to make reserva. 


tions for a three-week vacation in Lag 
Vegas, starting two days after the semester 
closed. I explained that I considered 
Florida also but Las Vegas sounded like 
more fun than Miami. 

The months of April and May passed 
quickly. My high school students seemed 
more co-operative and were almost as ex. 
cited as I about a trip “west.” All during 
those last few weeks I was tense with the 
excitement of going away. And to think 
this was to be my first flying experience! 
I could hardly wait! Grace and I had a 
wonderful time shopping for my resort 
clothes. She even bought some things for 
Norman’s homecoming later in the month. 

When it was time to go to the airport, 
my stomach suddenly began to feel upset. 
I took one look at the huge airliner and 
my knees almost gave way. I was scared. 
But once the stewardess had buckled me 
into my seat and given me a magazine to 
read, I felt a little more at ease. 

As I turned my head to glimpse the 
other passengers, I was anxious to see if 
any of them were feeling the same sensa- 
tions as T was. Then it suddenly occurred 
to me that a great majority of the other 
passengers were Negroes. “How odd,” I 
thought. almost saying it out loud. as I ob- 
served the extraordinarily handsome man 
seated across the aisle from me. 

I had always secretly admired Negro 
men, but this was the first time I had 
ever really been attracted to one. He was 
unbelievably good-looking. His skin was 
the color of Boston coffee and his thick 
black moustache made him seem romantic 
and appealing. 

He was well-groomed and I was re- 
minded of the time, when I was much 
younger. that IT had longed to touch a 
Negro’s hair. His eyes. as they scanned 
the rest of the passengers. were glowing 
brown. almost alive with feeling. yet fierce 
as if they contained indescribable soulful- 
ness. Then. so engrossed was I in thought. 
I dropped my magazine. 

As he bent to retrieve it. his eyes seemed 
to search my very being. I felt as trans- 
parent as a mirror of glass. I was sure he 
could read my every thought as he handed 
the magazine to me. 

“Thank you.” IT murmured sheepishly. 
“How careless of me!” 

He smiled, acknowledging my _ thanks 
and almost before I realized it, he offered 
me a cigarette. “Why not try my brand?” 

“Thank you. again.” I managed. as [ ac- 
cepted a light. 

I noticed his strong Eastern accent and 
we discovered that we were both going to 
Las Vegas—I for pleasure, and he for 
work. 

And soon, we had introduced ourselves. 
easily and without self-consciousness, as if 
it were the most natural thing on earth to 
do. We found ourselves chatting like old 


friends. I learned then about the new 
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potel named “Moulin Rouge” which had 
just been completed. It was for Negroes 
who wanted to stay in a decent place while 
visiting Las Vegas. He explained that the 
Negro passengers were mostly newspaper- 
men who had been assigned to cover the 
gand opening of the hotel. 

His name was Roy Philips—and he 
made me feel completely at ease. He must 
have known how frightened I was during 
ny first plane flight. He reassured me that 
the trip would doubtless be pleasant since 
it was such good flying weather. 

We also talked over a tempting lunch 
of chicken club sandwiches and hot soup 
and coffee. We talked mostly about his 
ib as a reporter and the many incidents 
he had experienced on his various assign- 
ments. Roy was a race man to the core. 
He made me realize what an acute struggle 
the Negro must make in today’s world. By 
the time we reached Las Vegas, it was as 
if we had known each other all our lives! 

Somehow, I had a premonition that, be- 
cause of this chance meeting, my life would 
undergo some sort of a change. We had 
talked of so many things and IT realized 
that now I could see certain situations 
more clearly than ever before. I was able 
to realize, at least in part, what it meant 
to be a Negro and that was something I 
had never been able to do before. The life 
of a Negro was certainly the farthest thing 
fom my world before I met Roy. It was 
an entirely new concept. Roy had to live 
with disappointments and frustrations of 
all kinds. Yet he learned to enjoy the 
lighter. happier moments of his life. How 
small my own petty dissatisfactions seemed 
in comparison. 


AFTERWARDS, we had made a date, 

our first of many, for dinner later that 
night. My heart was singing as I registered 
in my own hotel and changed into a pale 
blue dinner dress and bound my chignon 
with a matching chiffon scarf. Perhaps, 
I thought, this handsome man can show 
me how to live! 

The next few days flew by. In the morn- 
ings I sun-bathed. then rushed in to change 
and meet Roy for lunch. While he was busy 
interviewing all the famous Negro celebri- 
ties which flocked the Moulin Rouge, I 
was either in my room resting before the 
lng evening ahead or else watching all 
the wealthy tourists gamble their millions 
away. What a life! 

As the week passed, I spent most of my 
time, at least as much as possible, with 
Roy at the Moulin Rouge. He seemed to 
know everyone and was very popular with 
the other newspaper people. I saw Joe 
louis and met many other Negro celebri- 
lies. It was fun—more fun than I had ever 
had. We dined, danced and swam. even 
gambled together. There was never a dull 
day, or night either, for that matter. Roy 
Was precious and I became deeply at- 
tached to him. Later. I learned that the 


other fellows referred to me as that “cute 
ofay chick of Roy’s.” 

One night. it suddenly occurred to me 
that my vacation was almost up. We both 
knew that we had only a limited amount of 
time together. Perhaps that’s why we tried 
to cram so much fun and excitement into 
every wakirg hour! 

On the fifth evening, as we were dancing 
in the ballroom of the hotel, Roy whis- 
pered that this was our last night to- 
gether. As the room swirled around me in 
the sickening reality that it would be good- 
bye and not goodnight, I grabbed for him 
with all my might. 

“Roy, are you—are you joking? Surely, 
you haven’t finished all your work so 
soon?” My tongue felt thick as I spoke 
the words. 

“Darling. it seems that the days have 
passed like seconds. but it’s true. I must 
get back to New York tomorrow.” He held 
me closer as we stepped like dreamers 
through the last dance. 

I felt numb all over. I was just begin- 
ning to know him. Fighting back my tears, 
I could only nod “yes” when he suggested 
a farewell drink in his room. Blindly, I 
followed him into the elevator. past the 
plush velvet-lined. mirrored walls. At 
Room 715, he paused to search for his key. 
Then noiselessly, the door opened and we 
were alone in the darkened room. 

I longed to tell him how I felt but all I 
could manage was that I thought we had 
of a wonderful friend- 
was a gross un- 


the “beginnings 
ship.” That, on my part, 
derstatement! 

Reaching past me to turn on the light, 
Roy’s arm touched mine. 

“Why are you trembling?” he 
taking both my hands in his. 

“T don’t I lied. “I 


cold.” 


asked, 


know,” guess I’m 


“But it isn’t cold in here,” he said, mov- 
ing closer to me. I had begun to laugh 


at what I'd said, folding my arms around 
his neck in a tender, intimate way. I was 
surprised at how my mind was working, 
my thought impulses radiating with the 
pulsing sensations which tingled in every 
part of my body. How I ached to be Roy’s 
- completely ! ! 

“Hold me closer. Roy.” I whispered, re- 
laxing delightfully against the firmness of 
his body. My heart beat faster. As he 
kissed me. he whispered “Darling” in my 
ear. It was the loveliest sound I had ever 
heard. His hands stroked my body ever so 
gently. As he caressed me, I felt the sen- 
sations of a dream, soon to become a reali- 
ty. We could not stop now! 

“You’re my girl.” he murmured. 

“Of course.” I answered, closing his lips 
against mine in a love-locked kiss. 

“Liz ... Liz baby. I can’t give you up 
now. You know I can’t.” 

I drank deeply. passionately of all the 
I kissed his mouth, pressing it hard 
Suddenly, from 


kisses. 
with my own starved lips. 
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out of nowhere, I seemed to hear Gracie’s 
words: “You should. settle down, have a 
family.” What would she think if she 
knew that I had chosen this man? But it 
did not matter, nothing mattered but Roy 
and me—together. 

“liz, darling, this proves one thing,” 
Roy was saying suddenly. 

“What is that, pray tell?” I asked, hop- 
ing that my voice would not give way to 
how I really felt about him. 

“It proves that tomorrow must be the 
beginning ... not the end. It’s so ob- 
vious that we love each other . . . honey, 
I don’t know how else I can say it . . . but 
[ want to marry you!” His voice was plead- 
ing now. | felt like crying, confused yet 
happy and trying desperately to think, I 
told him that he was being “ridiculous.” 

“Roy.” I said, avoiding his eyes, “Are 
you sure that we didn’t simply use each 


other?” 

I was afraid for a moment that he would 
strike me. 

“Of course, you’re not serious?” he 
asked. 


I opened my eyes, closed tight with hap- 
piness, trying hard to collect my thoughts. 

“Anything you say, my darling. When 
can we be married. Roy?” 

“Why not right away? he answered, cov- 
ering my face with the most passionate 
kisses IT had ever known. Neither of us 
talked of the inevitable . . . how the world 
would accept a “mixed marriage.” And, 
somehow. it didn’t seem to matter. 

Now it was plane time. Roy had brought 
me back to reality with a quick kiss as his 
strong but gentle hands covered my eyes. 
All was forgotten at this moment—the 
waiters. the crowd and my half-empty cup 
of coffee I had been stirring absentmind- 
edly. 

“Guess who?” Roy said, lowering his 
six-foot frame into the chair next to me. 
How proud I was of him! I reached up to 
catch his hands in welcome. 

During lunch, he handed me our plane 
reservations for New York. We were to 
be married in Chicago so that Roy could 
meet Gracie and possibly Norman. Also, 
we would have a brief rest before the last 
lap of our trip East. Roy could turn in his 
assignment. take care of other business 
matters, and by the following week, well, 
we would be just another married couple 
living in New York! It seemed too good 
to be true. If only the future had turned 
out as rosy as it appeared that moment! 

After the plane landed at Chicago’s 
Midway Airport, we took a cab to Grace’s 
house. Although it was only mid-June, the 
summer heat seemed oppressive. I longed 
to be married and safe in New York. The 
biggest thing on my mind at this point 
was informing Grace of my marriage plans. 
My stomach turned over in dread. When 
would this ordeal be over? 

When Grace greeted us at the door, she 
was surprisingly genial. It was impossible 
to determine, from her outward calm, 
whether she approved or disapproved of 
aes 


4 





Roy. It was as though she had been accus- 
tomed to receiving Negro guests in her 
home for years! 

But I knew that once we were alone, I 
would get her opinion in no-uncertain 
terms! 

“How good to see you. Elizabeth! How 
rested you look.” Grace flashed her most 
charming smile as she took my bag and 
led Roy and me into the living room. 

I introduced Roy as my “fiance,” waiting 
for Grace to laugh, cry or even flinch. 
Instead, she wished us both the traditional 
“best wishes and congratulations.” 

After Grace returned with two cool 
glasses of lemonade, Roy and I told her 
briefly of our plans. Roy had wanted to 
have a five-day stopover in Chicago and his 
first item of business was the completion 
of his assignment. He was living in a fur- 
nished apartment at one of the South Side 
hotels and felt that. once the introductions 
were over, he should go there and start 
working. 

Kissing me goodbye. Roy said he would 
call me early so that we could get our 
blood tests. I almost hated to see him go, 
knowing that the big scene with my sister 
would spoil everything else. 

Now, I thought, here it comes. the big 
scene. But all Gracie said was, “You must 
be tired after the plane trip. Why don’t 
you go upstairs and I'll call you in time 
for dinner.” 

I was so surprised that I just stood there, 
waiting. Then Grace, speaking above the 
clatter of dinner preparations, called from 
the kitchen: 

“T got a wire yesterday from Norman, 
he’ll be home sometime tomorrow.” 

That explains it. I said to myself. In the 
excitement of her husband’s homecoming, 
Grace didn’t have time to scold me. Still, 
it just didn’t add up. somehow. But I was 
so tired and exhausted. I decided to take 
a nap. Grace woke me in time for a late 
dinner. But I was still suspicious, she had 
still avoided any mention of Roy. I was 
dum founded. 

After we finished the dishes and went 
into the living room to watch television, I 
began to get another idea. 

We had been exchanging small talk 
about the places I had gone in Las Vegas, 
the gamblers. the tourists. the hotels and 
night spots. In fact, we spoke of every- 
thing but Roy. Then I made up my mind 
to handle the situation with tact. I de- 
cided not to do or say anything about Roy 
or our marriage that evening. But in the 
morning—it would be Saturday so she 
wouldn’t be going to the office—I planned 
to discuss the whole thing. 

I would start the conversation by saying 
that, in spite of my quick decision to marry 
Roy,'I had also spent quite a bit of time 
considering the pitfalls of a mixed mar- 
riage. Although I realized I would have 
to undergo pain and heartache as the wife 
of a Negro, I knew that Roy was the kind 
of man who could give me enough under- 
standing and love to make up for every- 








thing else. Furthermore, I planned to gay 
that color bars were more relaxed in Ney 
York and that hundreds of interragj 
couples were able to make happy, well 
adjusted lives for themselves in the city 
I would also mention that I had read mapy 
of the articles which psychologists ha | 
written on the subject of mixed marriagy ; 
and socializing. 

Most of the writers maintained that th . 
basis for this kind of attachment was the h 
theory that “opposites attract.” And, while 
this had been true in our case. it was cep. 
tainly a fact that our mutual attraction 
had developed into a deeply-founded love. d 
We certainly shared the same educational} ,. 
backgrounds and our early environmen 
had also been about the same. Both of js 
were raised in large cities and came from 
small families. Again and again I would 
emphasize that Roy and I were not jus 
having a fling. We were deeply in love anj ba 
Grace would soon come to know Roy asa}. 
wonderfully sincere person. 





qt WAS A pretty restless night for me, | . 
woke up early the next morning ad) 
hurried down to the kitchen for coffee . 
Although it was early and the stores hal "1 
scarcely opened, Grace had left a note for 
me on the table. It read simply: Ror 
“Have gone shopping. Will try to ge rt 
back in time for lunch. If I get tied w, «“ 
fix yourself anything you see. Love, 
Grace.” I 
Feeling thoroughly frustrated. I sipped Bru 
several cups of black coffee. then dresseif 
in time to meet Roy at the doctor’s office, “en 
After meeting me in the lobby of th 
building which housed the medical offices 
the first thing Roy did, after kissing me 
was to ask: 

“How is Grace taking this whole thing” 

I answered carefully so that he woulda! 
become alarmed. He certainly would nw 
believe me if I said that nothing had ben 
said. Instead, I told him that Grace wa 
agreeable and quite “up in the air” be 
cause of Norman’s homecoming. 

After we took our tests, I suggested the! 
Roy come home with me and I would git 
him his first taste of my “home cooking 
He agreed to lunch but said that he hui 
some things to mail first. 

“Why don’t you go on, Liz, darling? I 
take a cab over to your house as soon #§, 
I finish up my business.” Then Roy pul 
me in a cab, kissed me goodbye and prot 
ised to meet me within the hour. . 

When the cab stopped in front of Of Pye, , 
house, I somehow sensed that somethiti® Yorn, 
was wrong. Then it occurred to me! 1) wufie 
front door was open but Grace’s car "'F helple. 
nowhere in sight. Had I gone away Wilt} wmme 
out locking the door? My heart leaped ®B sme « 
I ran quickly up the stairs, right into "Ra sink; 
arms of my brother-in-law, Norman! ly, that 

“We-l-l, well.” he whistled. “What Bele w; 
wonderful way to be welcomed home.” Bbut N 

I stopped, rooted to the spot, the fam'—§no lon 
iar feeling of distrust and distaste well corner, 
up in me. Even after two years. nothilf® Suq 
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had changed. That same old smirk and 
Jer. Norman was everything that I had 
feared in men. He was narrow-minded and 
small and evil too. 

“Norman what a surprise,” I 
gasped. “Grace—Grace isn’t here but 
she'll be back soon, I’m sure.” 

“Who cares about Gracie when there’s 
3 good looking doll like you around?” 
Norman reached for me. nearly knocking 
himself off balance. 

“Norman.” I almost screamed, 
touch me!” I backed away. 

I rushed out to the kitchen and began 
damming pots and pans around. Norman 
followed me but his passion had evidently 
cooled. He sat down in the kitchen chair 
and began to tell me all about “Gay Pa- 
ree.” After he finished, he noticed that I 
had sat three places for lunch. 

“I thought you weren’t expecting Grace 
back until later,” he said. 

“My fiance. Roy Philips. is coming by 
for lunch.” I said. “At last you’re getting 
your ‘old maid sister-in-law’ off your 
hands.” I tried to make a joke of it but I 
was dreading the meeting between Norman 
and Roy. 

Then the piercing ring of the doorbell 
brought my heart to my mouth. It must be 
Roy! But Norman, up from his seat be- 
fore I. had already gone to the door. 

“Hey. Liz.” he called. “Some ape-man 
isasking for you!” 

I felt nauseated. How cruel of Norman! 
Brushing by him, I invited Roy in as Nor- 
man stood by. 

“Norman, this is my fiance. Roy Philips. 
{nd Roy, this is Norman Peterson, my 
brother-in-law. Roy extended his hand but 
Norman ignored it. his face grew red with 
dishelief, then hatred. With all my heart, 
I wished that I was away from this night- 
mare of unleased emotions. 


“Don’t 


“You’re .. . you’re marrying a...a 
nigger .. . ?” Norman spit the words out 
in scornful question. Although he was 


shorter than Roy. he was heavier and I 
knew that a fight would be inevitable if I 
didn’t do something. 

Roy just looked at him. almost in pity. 
Then he turned to me with a look as if to 
say: “This is what we will have to face 
for the rest P 

“Get out. 
shouted. pushing Roy towards the door. 

“Keep your hands to yourself.” Roy said, 
resisting Norman’s push. But it was too 
late. Norman was ready, aching to fight. 
Even as Roy turned once more towards me, 
Norman caught him off guard. In the 
sufle which followed. I could only stand 
helplessly by. Then the glint of the late 
simmer afternoon’s sun reflected from 
sme shiny object attracted my eye. With 
asinking heart, I knew, almost instinctive- 


of our lives.’ 
get out of my house.” Norman 


bly, that one of the men had a knife. Who 


tle would be low enough to pull a knife 
but Norman. Roy, seeing that he could 
no longer fight fairly, was backed into a 
corner. He was trapped! 

Suddenly. I knew that I could do some- 


thing to help my Roy. Without making a 
sound, I moved toward the desk and 
grabbed the heavy round paper weight. 
My hand closed around it. then let loose, 
as I threw with all my might towards Nor- 
man. He slumped to the floor. 

“Oh. Roy! Roy darling. I'm so fright- 
ened.” I said. rushing to his arms. 

Before he could comfort me. Grace 
walked in. her face ready to smile but 
frozen at the sight of her unconscious hus- 
band. 

“Good Lord. what’s happened? What’s 
happened to Norman?” she cried. kneel- 
ing over her husband’s still form. 

How could I tell my sister that her hus- 
band had nearly tried to rape me and kill 
my fiance who’s only sin was loving me? 
How does one soften the words for loved 
one’s ears? I only wish I knew! 

Before the ambulance arrived. I tried to 
frantically make up something to tell the 
hospital authorities. even Grace. Naturally, 
the sight of Roy aroused the suspicion of 
the ambulance attendants who asked if 
“there was any trouble.” Grace must have 
sensed what had taken place. She looked 
at both of us. 

“Get out! Both of you! If Norman dies. 
Liz, no matter what he’s done. I'll never 
forgive you. From now on, I have no sis- 
ter.” 

But Roy and I decided to stay in Chi- 
cago until we knew something definite 
about Norman’s condition. After the night- 
mare of all night waiting. I was told by 
hospital authorities that there had been 
no concussion. Norman would be all right! 

Roy and I decided that it would be use- 
less to explain to Grace how the fight had 
started. She probably wouldn’t believe us, 
and of course. Norman would deny the 
whole thing. Instead of the wedding cere- 
mony we had planned with a small group 
of my friends and family. Roy and IT went 
quietly to a justice of the peace. The 
words that joined us “unto death” were 
said quickly and without fanfare. I prayed 
that our lives would be happy. completely 
free of the nightmare of the day before. 

But I know that the fateful day will 
haunt my life forever. I learned, from a 
fellow teacher, that my marriage to Roy 
was a “blot” on my teaching record. Grace 
and Norman had told the school board 
some horrible lie about my “affair” with 
Roy and somehow. I knew that I would 
have a hard time teaching anywhere again. 

Somehow. funny as it may seem. Roy 
and I are happier than Grace and Norman 
can ever be. They are separated now, as 
I knew they would be. 

The world is full of Normans—ignorant, 
prejudiced and vengeful. And there are 
Graces too, who love but can not under- 
stand another’s love, and afterwards grow 
to hate. But the world is also full of Roys 
—good people who have the courage of 
their convictions. Soon, there will be an- 
other member of the family. I only hope 
that he can grasp a little of the happiness 
which Roy and I have known! 

THE END 
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I Bargained For Love 


(Continued from Page 39) 


fine actress, I told myself. Certainly 
knows how to ham it up. I’d show her, 
though. This was going to be the show- 
down. I knew how to handle myself in the 
clinches. I also knew that I wasn’t going 
to let a green, half-slick chorus girl make 
me go back on my solemn vow. She’d 
really be surprised when she learned what 
that vow was and the reason for it. She’d 
eally be surprised. 

I called the waitress and settled the 
bill, ignoring Doll’s protests that she had 
wanted to do the buying tonight. 

“You don’t make that kind of money, 
sweetie.” I told her. 

We left the lounge and went across the 
street to the parking lot where my new 
convertible gleamed proudly, the last car 
standing there in the four-in-the-morning 
silence. The sleepy attendant awoke and 
pulled the car around. 

Five minutes later, we slid in front of 
he door of the Beekman. The doorman 
ereeted me happily, took the keys to park 
the car. 

“Bring up a large bowl of ice, Rudy.” 
[ told the snappily uniformed bellhope be- 
fore we got into the elevator. 

“It’s going to be a wonderful morning,” 
Doll whispered to me as the elevator glided 
up to the penthouse. 

“Maybe it is, honey,” I told her. “Only 
maybe.” 

I saw the small frown return. 

Inside my suite, Doll gave a cry of ap- 
preciation for the expensive comfort which 
was in evidence. 

“You really do believe in the best, don’t 
you, Jerry?” she said, slipping out of her 
coat. “And I think you ought to have it— 
the best.” 

Those final words were said with a 
world of insinuation in them. Doll had 
moved up to me. The eyes were unmasked 
now. their film lifted so that I could see 
what she wanted me to see in them—de- 
sire for me, a naked invitation to be taken 
into my arms. 

My will deserted me. I was swept into 
her provocative mood. I reached for her 
hungrily, drew her in to me and felt the 
familiar old electric current run down my 
spine as she came to me, warm, sweet and 
giving me her lips to kiss, taking mine to 
kiss. The tiny moaning sounds which she 
uttered went to my head like strong wine, 
quickened my pulses, made me draw her 

loser, closer. Then the old thing snapped 
in my brain and I took my arms from Doll 
and firmly pushed her away. 

The next thing I knew my head was 
rocking with a stunning sensation. Doll’s 
open hand had slashed across my face. 
Her thin nostrils were flaring. She was 
quivering with a terrible rage. I stood look- 


74 


ing at her quietly as she crumpled into 
tears. 

“You’re low, mean and rotten,” she 
railed at me through the tears. “You let 
me lead you on. You bring me up here. 
Then you push me away like I’m a little 
slut. You—you—you—oh, I don’t know 
what to call you. I offer you my love and 
you—” 

She had sunk pitifully into a deep easy 
chair, still crying almost as if she were 
sick with pain. I walked over and knelt in 
front of her. 

“Is it really love you’re offering me, 
Doll?” I asked in easy, controlled voice. 
“Ts it love? Or are you trying to use your 
sweetness to make a bargain with me?” 

Her crying grew louder. more hysterical, 
almost like the jag kind of crying of a 
hopeless drunk. 

I kept talking. 

“You’re a very lovely girl, Doll,” I told 
her. “If I didn’t like you a lot, I wouldn’t 
be doing this. I’d like to keep you in my 
arms. I’d like to accept you, even believing 
you weren’t being honest with me. But it 
wouldn’t work. Doll. It wouldn’t work. I 
told you you’d be in for a surprise if you 
came to my place. Here it is. I don’t want 
to make love to you. I want to tell you a 
story. If you listen. youll understand why 
I can’t act like a slick producer having an 
affair with a girl who is ambitious and 
wants to get ahead in show business. If 
you let me get you a hot sandwich—which 
you can use—and a drink—which you'll 
need—TI’ll tell you my story.” 

The tears had almost ceased. Dumbly, 
Doll nodded agreement. At that moment 
the bellboy knocked with the ice and I 
sent him back downstairs for some hot 
roast beef sandwiches. Then I told Doll 
the story I’m going to tell you now. 


VERYBODY in show business knows 

that I “made” Dolores Black, one of 
the most scintillating musical comedy and 
chi-chi night club stars in the business. 
Very few people know that, in making her, 
I nearly destroyed myself. Dolores Black, 
of course, is a make-believe name. I 
wouldn’t dare expose the real name. It 
wouldn’t be fair to her. 

I was a nobody when I met Dolores. So 
was she. I was a chorus boy in a small but 
busy Chicago night club. She was a chorus 
girl. We worked together in a small, snap- 
py line. We were excellent dancers and 
we had that spirit for show business which 
is somewhat of a dedication. I was a well- 
built, clear brown-eyed kid with a shock 
of wavy, brown hair. I had always cap- 
tured any girl I wanted, ever since I’d been 
a kid in short pants. I could charm them, 
talk them over to my point, trick them into 


seeing things my way. I was a smart ale 
kid—until Dolores came along. 

I don’t know how I ever got my mouth 
closed again after the first time-I saw Dp. 
lores. She stopped me dead. My hear 
seemed to pause, my mental facultie 
seemed arrested, the afternoon she walked 
into rehearsal at the Sapphire Club and 
was presented to us by the club producer 
as the replacement for one of the three 
girls who had left the show because of ay 
impolite illness. 

I'd seen beautiful girls and women lp. 
fore. I'd had them—plenty of them. At 
twenty I was anything but square abou 
the ways of love and the complexities of 
sex. But this girl had an indescribable 
something which made me catch my breath 
and widen my eyes. She was like one of 
those expensive fillies owned by wealthy 
people, all sleek and rhythmic. all smooth 
and aristocratic—like she’s been bathed in 
oil every day of her life and tended as 
cautiously as a hothouse flower. She was 
exotic too. green-gray eyed with a small 
wistful bud mouth, brown hair flowing 
down her back, a saucy nose and a figure 
as trim as any artist could create. 

Maybe I’d have gotten over the tremen- 
dous desire I had for Dolores if she had 
been regular, sweet and nice to me, like 
she was to everyone else. I wasn’t the only 
one who flipped the minute I caught sight 
of her. Practically everybody did—except 
the other two chorus lads in the line and 
they weren’t responsible. Dolores treated 
them like friends of long standing even 
though she first met them when she came 
to rehearsal. She was gracious and friend- 
ly with every man around the place. Some 
how, I was the one exception. As I think 
about it now, I know why, but it puzzled 
me then. Like I said, I was a smart-alec 
kid, sure of myself, confident I could have 
any female I wanted. I guess it showed up 
on me and I guess Dolores had heard all 
about it and didn’t like my type. Anyway, 
she was polite and civilized to me, that’s 
all. I didn’t have sense enough to try to 
make her like me. I simply tried to make 
her. I couldn’t have gone about it ina 
more stupid way. The flippant, fresh ap- 
proach, the know-it-all, you’ll-come-to-me- 
baby manner. I annoyed her for dates and 
even after she had called me down in her 
ladylike manner right in front of others! 
didn’t get the message. I thought she was 
just trying to be difficult and that every 
thing would turn out fine pretty soon. 

I might never have made friends with 
Dolores if it hadn’t been for the time when 
my basic decency made me forget about 
being a smart alec. That was the tim 
when a nasty drunk tried to put his filthy 
hands all over her. One of the thing 
wrong with the Sapphire Club job, and# 
lot of other clubs like it, was the greedy 
unscrupulousness of the owner. He knew 
that many of the men who came to the 
club had big eyes for the girls in the line 
It was worth your job to get caught refle 
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ing to have a drink with a customer. Do- 
lores didn’t like that. She didn’t even like 
to drink. But, from what I heard, she had 
an ailing mother to support. So she went 
along with the program. One morning, 
some boozed-up, misunderstood husband 
was trying to make her see the future in 
going to a hotel with him after the show. 
She was refusing as diplomatically as pos- 
sible. From a nearby table where I was 
having a beer with some friends I saw 
him lurch across the table and grab for 
her. The frightened look on her face sent 
me into action. I got over to the table be- 
fore I even knew what I was doing and 
hung a left on the amorous guy that rocked 
his head back with a sickening snap. A 
waiter and the bouncer scraped up what 
was left of him and deposited him on the 
sidewalk while Dolores cried on my shoul- 
der. 

I got to take her home that night. 

Of course, Dolores was overwhelmed 
with gratitude as the result of my gentle- 
manly intervention and, ham that I was, 
I enjoyed to the hilt the role of modest 
hero. I had my reward and then some in 
the warm friendship which sprung up be- 
tween us, although I certainly had to re- 
vamp my ideas about the girl. I was very 
much impressed to learn about her back- 
ground. Her mother was a sweet lady, in- 
capacitated, deeply proud of her lovely 
daughter and a Catholic. Dolores, too, was 
a devout church The two were as 
close as sisters. 

I had been used to the kind of girl who 
played fast and loose, who thought it 
sophisticated to give in frequently to physi- 
cal desires. It wasn’t long before I discov- 
ered that Dolores had different ideas. She 
liked me—like a brother. Nothing could 
have been more frustrating. For, to me, 
she had become the most desirable girl in 
the world. The first time I tried to take 
Dolores in my arms and make love to her, 
she responded only reluctantly and then 
would only allow me to kiss her a thrilling 
but most incomplete kiss. She would have 
none of the sort of petting I wanted. Soon 
I found that she didn’t even want me to 
kiss her except in an affectionate way— 
and then not frequently. 


girl. 


WAS becoming almost wild with vexa- 

tion over her coldness. At first I sulked 
and railed and stormed—techniques I had 
successfully used with other girls. Then I 
pretended disinterest. To my amazement, 
this hurt Dolores’ feelings because she 
honestly liked me and wanted to keep my 
friendship. One night I had a frank talk 
with her, demanding to know if there was 
something about me which made me un- 
attractive or whether there was someone 
else who had a claim on her heart. 

Dolores’ explanation was simple, direct 
and most discouraging. She wasn’t roman- 
tically interested in me nor in anyone else. 
She had two consuming ambitions: the 
first, to make real progress in show busi- 


ness; the second. to buy her mother a 
home and give her economic security. 

“Mother worries about me, my future 
and whether tomorrow we’ll be starving,” 
Dolores told me. “My father deserted us 
and Mother worked herself almost to death 
to keep a roof over my head and food and 
clothing. Luckily, when she couldn’t go 
another step, I was able to start earning 
money in show business. But you know 
show business, Jerry. It’s hazardous at 
best. I’ve no time for love or anything but 
moving up fast. You’re awfully sweet and 
I don’t want to take up your time-.and not 
tell you the truth. I just can’t learn to love 
anyone until I’ve accomplished my _ pur- 
pose in life.” 

What could I say? I was up against a 
barrier as formidable as a great, impreg- 
nable prison wall. Yet, I was not the one 
to give up hope. There was hope. I felt. 
For Dolores hadn’t said she couldn’t love 
me. She had said merely that she didn’t 
dare love anyone. And she had her rea- 
sons, perfectly sound and certainly noble 
reasons. If I could only succeed in accom- 
plishing a miracle, a miracle which would 
circumvent those reasons. Dolores could 
be mine. I was sure of it. One thing was 
certain. I couldn’t give up Dolores. 

I don’t know how many long, thoughtful 
hours I spent trying to find an answer. 
When the solution came to me, it seemed 
so basic, so logical that I was stunned that 
I hadn’t thought of it sooner. The way to 
win Dolores was to help her build a ca- 
reer. Once she was on the road to being 
famous and financially independent, her 
heart would be free. And if I was the one 
to help her achieve her goals, how could 
she then refuse me? 

It was honorable enough to thing this 
way, I suppose. Down through the years, 
many a man has won his lady by earning 
her gratitude. If only I had known at that 
time that the way you do things is some- 
times more important than the success you 
accomplish. All I had in my brain, beat- 
ing as insistently as a drum, was Dolores’ 
ambition to move up and to move up fast. 

It was only a few days later that I had 
my plan worked out. It was clever and 
ruthless. But, it was workable. Jimmy 
Dwyer, a theatre-wise but rather ancient 
individual, was the producer at the Sap- 
phire Club. Jimmy had been around as 
long as the club had been in existence. 
He had long ago forgotten that spark and 
enthusiasm which fires an alert, young 
producer. To him, the Club Sapphire job 
had become a comfortable, routine affair 
which supplemented the income he real- 
ized from his vocal and dramatic academy. 
The first move in my plan—to oust Jimmy 
Dwyer. 

My mind was clicking like a castanet. I 
analyzed the setup in question as coldly 
as a detective solving a murder. The Sap- 
phire Club was making money, but the 


Club Onyx across the street was coining 


a fortune. What was the difference between 
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the two spots? The difference was that the 
Club Onyx was always doing something 
new. always pulling another rabbit out of 
the hat, always presenting a unique at- 
raction noteworthy of spectacular adver- 

ing and news stories in the papers. The 

in who owned the Sapphire was a 

ealthy man with many other interests. 
He would never think of changing the club 
firing Jimmy Dwyer because he had 
been doing things a certain way for years 
nd because he liked Jimmy Dwyer. But I 
new one thing for sure. The owner of the 
pphire was a money-greedy man. Show 
him the possibility of the club’s turning 
ver more business and the whole setup 
uld be changed inside out. 

[ was a mere chorus boy in the line. I 
had always had a flair for new ideas, an 
impatience with the old and a brash con- 
fidence that I could put together the kind 

f shows which would attract attention 
nd draw sensational business. But I had 
ver put my mind to work to try to prove 

it to myself or anyone else. Now I was go- 

« to do it. I was going to succeed and I 
vas going to make Dolores more than just 
i chorus girl. I was going to make her a 
tar. And when I had done that, she would 
belong to me. 

The first step was to gain Jimmy Dwy- 

s confidence, to get into a position where 
I could help him. For T couldn’t hope to 
hurt him unless I got close to him and I 
had to hurt him to realize my dream. I 
began to hang around with the old man, 
to pay him a lot of attention, to drop in 
t his voice academy during the early eve- 
ing before going to work. I was the wide- 

ed young show business hopeful sitting 
idmiringly at the feet of a master, beg- 
ging him for stories of his experiences, 
poring with great interest over his scrap- 
books. oiling him with a flow of flattery. 
[he old man was pleased and surprised. 
He responded to the treatment like a cor- 
pulent business man responds to a mas- 


sage. 


Gradually, carefully. I became Jimmy 
Dwyer’s friend. He began discussing the 
new shows with me, confiding in me about 
his plans and listening with respect to my 
ideas and suggestions. 

“You have a bright future in the busi- 

sss, Jerry,” the old man told me. “You 
ought to try to become a producer some 
lay.” 

Some day, indeed. The old fool didn’t 
know how soon I intended to take his ad- 
vice. He made his first major mistake 
when he asked me to help him choreo- 
eraph the Christmas revue. I did a skillful 
ob of helping, not seeming to try to know 

o much, just planting ideas and being 

ost respectful to his senior knowledge. 
jimmy Dwyer was thrilled with the work 
| did. He was so thrilled that he bragged 
) the boss about it. That was his second 
lajyor error. 

\fter the Christmas show, Jimmy got 
me a small raise and made me his produc- 
tion assistant. I had authority over the 
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whole line in the show. I could give orders. 
I learned from Jimmy and I learned fast. 
Dolores was proud of me. But she had no 
idea what I was up to. I didn’t want her 
to know—not yet. 


ATE ENTERED the picture several 

weeks later when Jimmy had an auto- 
mobile accident which resulted in serious 
injuries to his legs. He was to be confined 
in the hospital for six weeks or more. 
Trusting and unsuspecting. he talked the 
boss out of bringing in another producer 
on a temporary basis. 

“Let Jerry take my place until TI get bet- 
ter.” he suggested. This was the oppor- 
tunity I’'d been waiting and hoping for. 

I don’t believe I got three hours’ daily 
sleep for the next couple of weeks. Every 
fantastic, unique idea I’d ever had about 
production came crowding into my brain. 
I created a format for the show completely 
different from any which the Sapphire 
Club had ever used. I hounded the lights 
operator, drove the girls and fellows like 
pack mules, outraged the musicians until 
I had everything in shape the way I want- 
ed it. Without getting permission from the 
boss, I took a long shot on ordering some 
new costumes. I took expensive advertise- 
ments in the local newspapers and haunt- 
ed backstage doors and dressing rooms to 
get celebrities out for the opening night. 

What happened attracted the attention 
of all the showbusiness interests in the 
city. The columnists carried items about 
it. The rival cafe owners buzzed about it. 
There were lines down the street and 
around the corner from the Sapphire Club. 
We did the most smashing business in the 
history of the club. The newspaper notices 
were raves and reservations came in from 
all over the city. The boss, who had been 
paying little attention to what went on at 
the club, was fascinated and elated. 

“You’ve certainly got a lot of nerve, 
young man,” he told me. “Creating all 
these big bills behind my back. What would 
you have done if things hadn’t turned out 
successfully ?” 

“T guess I’d have left the city,” I ad- 
mitted. “But,” I added, “they did turn out 
fine, didn’t they?” 

The sordid details of what happened 
after that. and the underhanded, sneaky 
things I did, are things I’d rather forget. 
But when Jimmy recovered and was ready 
to come back to the Sapphire Club as pro- 
ducer, he found himself out of a job. I 
was running things and the boss’ greed 
for money outweighed any consideration of 
loyalty he might have had toward Jimmy. 

Two upsetting things happened after 
Jimmy got fired. One was what he said to 
me after the boss had given him his notice. 
The other was Dolores’ attitude. Dolores 
was standing there beside me when Jimmy 
turned to me and said quietly: 

“I wish you luck, Jerry. But I’m sorry 
for you. People who get ahead by betray- 
ing their friends find success pretty sour.” 

That night, going home, Dolores was 
unusually quiet. I kept after her until she 


told me what she had on her mind. 

“IT don’t like it, Jerry,” she confessed. 
“T don’t like your taking that old man’s 
job away from him. You’re young and 
you’ve got everything to look forward to, 
But that job was his heart. He was proud 
of it. Now he’s broken and he feels that 
you’ve made a fool out of him.” 

I tried to reason with her, but T couldn't 
make Dolores feel any better about the 
situation. I still didn’t tell her that T had 
done it for her. That could come later, 
Then she’d understand. 

I kept on my toes to maintain the Sap. 
phire Club as a new, exciting production 
spot. Business got increasingly better. Six 
months after I had been in the driver's 
seat. I felt I was strong enough to carry 
out my second bold stroke. I had been 
working with Dolores, making her perfect 
several of her songs. never letting on what 
my plans were. I knew that, as much as 
she loved to dance, her really big ambition 
was to be a featured vocalist. I was the 
first one who had encouraged her in her 
singing. She had a lovely soprano voice 
and enough showmanship and good looks 
to sell to any audience. 

One afternoon at rehearsal I gave Do- 
lores the shock of her life. I walked in 


several minutes late. With me was a 
tawny. brownskinned girl. 
“Kids.” IT announced. “This is Grace 


Martin. From next week on. she is going 
to replace Dolores in the chorus line.” 

An amazed gasp went around the place. 
I wanted to burst with laughter at the 
consternation on Dolores’ face. 

“Dolores.” I added slowly, “is coming 
out of the chorus. Starting Wednesday 
night, she is going to be featured singer 
with the show.” 

My heart filled up as the frightened 
expression on Dolores’ face changed to 
one of happy disbelief. I thought she was 
going to faint. 

The night the new show opened, Dolores 
was a success far beyond my dreams. By 
this time the club had become a rendez 
vous for the most influential writers and 
the publicity which my protégée got was 
priceless. Stardom was predicted for her. 
She was compared to some of the top 
warblers of the day. 

Dolores became as much of a drawing 
card at the Sapphire Club as the revolu- 
tionary shows I was staging. 

She was starry-eyed with appreciation 
for what I had done for her. I might have 
been able to move in at this point and 
claim the reward I wanted—for Dolores 
to give herself to me. But this was only the 
beginning. I had bigger plans than the 
Sapphire Club and just as I had double 
crossed Jimmy. I was plotting to cold 
bloodedly double-cross the boss of the 
club. 

My opportunity came very soon. 


TL OLOREs. UNDER my management, 
signed recording contracts and made 
several top-selling records. 

I worked like a man possessed. with one 
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object in mind: to make Dolores the best- 
known, most talked-about singer in the 
city. I visited disk jockeys and promoted 
the playing of her records. I sent items to 
the trade papers and organized fan clubs. 
The breaks had to come for Dolores and 
they had to come fast. The night that Cal 
Peters was shown down front at the club, 
I knew we had it made. Peters was one of 
the wheels in America’s top night club 
booking agency. He never made visits to 
spots for kicks. When he went somewhere, 
it was with a decided purpose. I gave Do- 
lores a little pep talk and told her to get 
out there and win this man—to give her 
performance all she had that night. And 
how that girl came through! Watching 
Peters closely, I saw him doing a very bad 
job of concealing his enthusiasm. When 
he came back to the dressing room, I 
played hard to get. I really didn’t think 
Dolores was ready to move out of the city 
yet. to hit the national trail, I told him. I 
had been turning down all sorts of fabu- 
lous offers, I explained. He knew I was 
lying and I knew he knew it. But after a 
little elaborate fencing which gave each of 
us a chance to take the other’s measure, 
we got down to the nitty gritty. He came 
up with a whopping offer, a big fat guar- 
antee and everything I wanted which could 
ensure Dolores’ success. 

I told him I’d Jet him know in a couple 
of days. 

When Peters left the club that night, I 
breathed a good, deep breath. This was it. 
Dolores was standing on the threshold of 
fame and financial independence now. I 
was entering the final stretch of the des- 
perate race against time. The contract— 
if we said yes—would settle on me a pretty 
sum for getting the deal through and I 
would be given a good, fat job handling 
her. 

I still believe to this day that I would 
not have doomed myself to tragedy and 
frustration—spoiled my beautiful illusion 
—if I hadn’t become impatient and over- 
confident at this point. All these months 
that I had spent trying to put Dolores over 
had been a period of almost fanatic devo- 
tion. Like a monk, washed pure of human 
lust, I had imprisoned my deepest desires 
—to hold Dolores in my arms, to have her 
lips, to have her heart beating in tune with 
the mad rhythm of my own. So immersed 
had I become in the superhuman effort to 
achieve my goal that, at times, I had al- 
most hurt Dolores by my detachment, my 
seeming ignoring of the fact that she was 
a flesh and blood woman. Several times 
she had remarked that I seemed to have 
become a mechanism, that I seemed to 
have lost warmth and naturalness. 

But when Cal Peters left the dressing 
room that night, I was no longer the effi- 
cient, smooth-functioning machine. I was 
once again a young man grown too old 
hecause I was desperately in love, a young 
man grown too cynical in the ways of sin- 
ning. For now, armed with the power to 
make Dolores a shining new star, I ap- 
proached the depth of my hideous plan. I 
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didn’t know it was hideous. I had so lost 
my sense of proportion that I couldn’t 
know it. 

Dolores was waiting in her dressing 
room. She was frantic with suspense. I 
went to her door, rapped lightly and heard 
her tell me to come in. I thought she was 
the most beautiful thing on earth, sitting 
there in front of the almost bare little 
table, her lips parted, her breast heaving 
as she waited for me to tell her what 
Peters had said. 

“Dolores, honey,” I told her. “Call your 
mother and tell her you won’t be home to- 
night, that you have to run out of town 
to do an important audition.” 

Her eyes widened. 

“For Peters?” she asked breathlessly. 

I hesitated—but only for a second. 

“Yes, for Peters,” I answered mechan- 
ically. 

Twenty minutes later we were in a cab, 
heading for the downtown section of the 
city. Dolores was rapt with suspense. I 
had refused to answer any of her ques- 
tions. I had refused to say why Peters 
would make such a strange request for a 
private audition at five in the morning after 
he’d seen Dolores do two complete shows. 

The cab pulled up in front of a hotel 
where I had phoned ahead for reserva- 
tions. My heart beat like a mad thing as 
we were taken to a suite. I ordered a bot- 
tle of good scotch and, finally. Dolores 
and I were alone. 

She was awfully puzzled. Who could 
blame her? An audition in a hotel room? 
But she trusted me completely. I fixed 
that in short order. 

I crossed the soft, luxurious rug to the 
chair where she was sitting. I knelt in 
front of this girl of my dreams. 

“You know we didn’t come here to do 


an audition for Peters, don’t you, baby?” 
I asked softly. 
Dolores looked at me, a long, uncom- 


prehending look. 

“What do you mean, Jerry?” she asked. 

I talked swiftly then. I told her that our 
big break had come. I told her that this 
was what I had been working for; that 
this was the reason I had double-crossed 
Jimmy: that now she would be able to 
understand why I had changed into an al- 
most unhuman mechanism. I told her that 
I had built success for her as surely and 
as carefully as a man builds a house. 

“Tomorrow, Dolores.” I told her, “I can 
give the word and you can have everything 
you’ve ever wanted in life. Tonight, every- 
thing I’ve ever wanted you have—within 
yourself.” 

I could not afterwards describe the look 
on her face nor picture in words those 
long, slow seconds of silence when Dolores 
looked through my eyes. deep down into 
my haunted soul. How can I explain the 
sinking feeling that weighted me down 
just at this moment of my intended tri- 
umph? 

Her voice was strained and strange when 
she spoke. 


“You can have me, Jerry,” she said. 


If only I could have called forth at tha 
moment the courage and the decency ty 
see what a travesty I was making of my 
love for her. But I didn’t. All I knew was 
that the sweet lips were captive to me 
that the warm arms were around me, tha 
gently, tenderly she submitted to what | 
thought was the physical completion, the 
climax of all I’d desired in my dreams, 

When it was ended, Dolores spoke to 
me out of the darkness in that room the 
words which were as much my sentence 
as if I had been a man condemned in q 
court of justice. She said them slowly and 
in such a manner that they burned into 
my consciousness and have never been for. 
gotten and never will be. 

“That was dishonest, Jerry.” she told 
me. “Dishonest because you bargained for 
my love; dishonest because I pretended 
to give it to you. I think TI might have been 
really able to give it to you some day. But 
now I don’t think I ever will. All you have 
done for me, I believed you were doing 
unselfishly and I was deeply touched. Now 
you—with me helping you—have destroyed 
what was building inside of me. We can 
be honest from now on. You know what! 
want in my career and I know what you 
want. If that’s the way it’s got to be, Jerry, 
that’s the way it’s got to be.” 

That was the way it ended between Do- 
lores and me—with those words. For the 
first time I realized what a phony thing! 
had built on a foundation of double-cross- 
ing friends. stepping over people and dis 
torting and perverting an emotion which 
could have been lovely and fine. Until | 
took her home that morning and kissed her 
goodbye, we kept up the pretense. But 
both of us knew it was all over. To let Do- 
lores out of the sordid bargain I had made 
was the only manly thing left for me to 
do. That very day, I signed over her con- 
tract to Peters and released her from the 
show. Ever since that day, she has climbed 
steadily higher. There has never truly been 
another woman for me and the world wor 
ders why Dolores has never found or 
seemed to seek love. Maybe, someday, who 
knows— 


HAD finished my story without ending 

it. There wasn’t anything else to be 
said. 

Doll’s eyes were fastened on me, and 
there was a glint of tears in them. She 
stood up, crossed the room to me and 
kissed me lightly. brushing her fragrant 
sweetness across my cheek. 

“I’m glad I came here with you,” she 
told me simply. “I’m sorry you have suf 
fered so deeply. I owe you a great deal for 
telling me that story. Jerry. Maybe I won't 
make the same mistake. I can see I was 
headed for it. And, like you said about you 
and Dolores, maybe some day.” 

As the hotel room door closed behind 
Doll, I walked over to the window, watch 
ing the new day deepening into being 
Yes, Dolores, I whispered, maybe some 


day. THE END 
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Slave Girl 


(Continued from Page 27) 


him that June Bug didn’t do what they said 
he did. “I swear Mister Sheriff Rawlins, 
June Bug is a good boy. I taught him from 
the time he wasn’t nothing at all to respect 
the white folks. Mister Sheriff Rawlins, 
you'all know June Bug always say ‘yes’a, 
nos’a.’” Oh Lawd God Almighty Jesus, help 
me. Mister Sheriff Rawlins, you can ask 
Elder Crawford down at Shady Grove Bap- 
tist Church, he'll tell you my June Bug is 
a good boy.” 

Old Sheriff just shook his head and 
kinda smiled. He spit over in the crushed 
yetunia bed and said: “Callie, you better 
pray for that boy. Mr. Word and all the 
white men in the county is in a bad mood.” 

He got in his car and you could see it 
tilt under his weight. He drove it around 
toward the road and stopped. “Rheba.” he 
called out to me. 

Mother-Dear’s arms tried to hold me, but 
| broke her grip. I knew I had to go. I 
went over to his car and looked at the 
ground as I felt his old dirty breath blow- 
ing over my face. 

“Look at me Rheba, girl, when I’m talk- 
ing to yout” he ordered. [I looked up into 
his mocking eyes and tried to hold back 
the tears. If I had had a gun, I would have 
shot him dead. He was laughing at me. He 
knew he had me, and he made a chuckling 
wheezy sound. I hated him, hated him, 
hated him. 

“Rheba gal, old Sheriff Rawlins don’t 
hold nothing agin you. So I’m going to let 
you see your brother down in the jail. You 
come at midnight so none of the white 
folks’Il see you. I’m doing this for you, 
cause,” he taunted. “this may be the last 
time you'll see him alive.” 
~ “You be there, ya hear me!” he ordered. 
I said yes, in a small voice. 

“Speak up girl. ya be there,” his face 
was mean and evil and sweat was rolling 
down his face, causing his gray hair to 
hang in ringlets around his rough and 
dirty red tanned face. 

In a loud clear voice, I answered: “I'll 
he there Mister Rawlins, just like you said, 
at midnight.” 

He was laughing like a crazy man as he 
drove off covering me with dust and the 
smell of burnt oil from his exhaust pipe. 
I couldn’t move. I just stood there. Mother- 
Dear came over, put her arms around me 
and cried: “My babies, my babies. Lord 
God Almighty Jesus, you know I’ve tried, 
you know I’ve tried. I know these children 
don’t have no daddy. I was wrong, I know. 
But [has raised ’em in the church, I taught 
em to he mannerable. Oh Lord God AIl- 
mighty Jesus, please don’t punish my chil- 
dren for what I done.” 

My blouse was wet with Mother-Dear’s 
tears and I led her back to the three-room 
house where we lived on the edge of town 
and listened to her tearful prayer until 


way into the night. “Lord God Almighty 
Jesus, Lord God Almighty Jesus.” 

It started raining that night about 11 
o’clock and the lightning and thunder 
seemed as if it would tear our little house 
apart. I slipped out into the rain at 11:30 
sharp and headed for the jail. It was pitch 
dark. but ever so often the lightning would 
flash and the road. where I walked. would 
light up like day. It had churned into mud 
and each step in the cold rain almost took 
my shoes off. In one of the flashes I saw 
the county building about three blocks 
away and I shuddered. I wanted to turn 
back. Lord knows I did. But I had to do 
what I could to help June Bug. 

June Bug was 18. He was always laugh- 
ing and telling jokes. Not dirty ones like 
the other boys told. He wanted to be a 
mechanic. and he could fix near about any- 
thing. All the girls in the Consolidated 
Colored County High School were crazy 
about him. He had a pretty brown com- 
plexion. with deep set eyes and long eye 


lashes that curled up on the end. He had 
a nice grade of hair and he had a body 


that looked like some of those underwear 
models in the Sears and Roebuck cata- 
logue. I remember how I used to like to go 
to town with him on Saturday nights. 
Mother-Dear wouldn’t let me go alone. 

And sometimes when we would have to 
go to the post office. I could see girls look- 
ing him up and down. But June Bug didn’t 
pay them any attention. Not only because 
he’d been raised that way. but because he 
just wasn’t interested in girls, except Mary 
Sue, who went to Alcorn College and 
wouldn’t be home until June. I remember 
how June Bug used to always listen to me 
when I would daydream about how I was 
going to be a princess and live in a big 
palace when I got big. “You will. little 
sis,” he used to always say. “you will.” 

A single light was burning in the base- 
ment jail of the county building. I wanted 
to turn around and run and never stop 
running. But I thought of June Bug. then I 
turned the door knob and walked in. 

I stood just inside the door and looked 
at the old sheriff asleep in a chair propped 
against the wall. I looked at him for a 
minute and watched his old big stomach 
heave up and down. It was sickening. 

“Close the door. Rheba gal.” he said, his 
eyes still closed. He hadn’t been asleep. 
He was waiting for me. 

I closed the door. It was quiet and the 
old sheriff just looked at me. He didn’t 
say a word. Finally. I said. “Mister Sheriff 
Rawlins. sir. I would like to see my brother, 
June Bug. Yes sir, I really would, sir, 
please.” 

“What’s your hurry there Rheba gal,” 
he said. “Take your coat off and step here 
into my office.” He threw himself off the 
chair and went into the small office turning 
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weakness blotted out the pains and terror 


[had suffered from Sheriff Rawlins. 


api know what time June Bug got 
in that morning. All I know is that I 
slept all that Sunday after the all-night 
vigil I kept over Mother-Dear and that 
when I awoke before dawn Monday, I dis- 
covered June Bug had taken care of us 
hoth. 

I knew even in my sleep that this was 
the morning I had to go to old Sheriff 
Rawlins’ house to live and I tried to push 
the idea out of my mind but I couldn’t. I 
went out into the backyard to get some 
water to wash and there was June Bug 
shaking his fist at the sunrise. “I declare 
I'm going to kill him, I declare I’m going 
to kill him.” he promised. 

I dropped the wash pan and ran to him, 
told him we had to worry about Mother- 
Dear getting well and forget about killing. 
Then he told me what I already knew and 
didn’t want to admit. “He’s already done 
killed Mother-Dear; it’s just a matter of 
time before she’s all dead, and what he 
done to you. I declare I’m going to kill 
him, I declare I’m going to kill,” June Bug 
repeated, only this time he said it very 
softly and I knew he meant it. 

So with hate in my heart I went to 
Sheriff Rawlins’ house and began my slav- 
ery, cooking his meals. washing and iron- 
ing his dirty clothes, keeping his house 
clean, and worst of all, sharing his bed, 
each time more brutal and more loathe- 
some than the time before. 

About two weeks later, before daybreak, 
June Bug came to Sheriff Rawlins’ house. 
Even before June Bug could say that he 
had come to tell me of Mother-Dear’s 
death, Sheriff Rawlins hit him because he 
forgot to take his hat off when he talked 
to him. 

I went to the house and washed and pre- 
pared Mother-Dear’s body as best I could. 
She had lost so much weight. We buried 
her three days later in the cemetery be- 
hind the Shady Grove Baptist Church. 
Elder Crawford preached a beautiful fu- 
neral. 

As the bad spring worsened into sum- 
mer, Sheriff Rawlins began to drink more 
and became more abusive. Although he 
had me as his slave and mistress, he was 
getting harder to live with. He wanted my 
love and though he could take my body at 
will, this was the one thing he couldn’t 
take, no matter what he did. 

He hated June Bug on sight. He bought 
our house from Mister Frank Tucker so 
June Bug would have to leave, then or- 
dered him to come to his place as the 
hired hand. June Bug slept in a shack out 
hehind the house. Soon the last contact 
June Bug had with hope was destroyed. 
Mary Sue did not come home from Alcorn 
College. Instead she wrote June Bug that 
she had married a classmate from Jackson. 
Sheriff Rawlins, June Bug and I were 
probably the most miserable and hate-rid- 
den trio in all Mississippi. The Sheriff 


knew that he could only keep me as long 
as he controlled my brother. 

The Sheriff would not permit me to talk 
to June Bug in the evenings when he was 
home. And our stolen conversations made 
us both feel worse for having had them. 
They always ended up with June Bug say- 
ing: “I’ll die before I'll be a slave and I 
declare I’m going to kill that man one of 
these days.” 

Life was becoming unbearable. my 
nerves could only stand so much and so 
I decided it would be easier for me if June 
Bug would run away. “I ain’t going with- 
out you.” he answered whenever I sug- 
gested it to him, but I knew a bargain was 
a bargain and this one, as much as I hated 
it, I had to keep. 

Soon even June Bug’s nerves began to 
give way and his hate for Sheriff Rawlins 
came out in the open. He did everything 
he was told to do, but when the Sheriff 
talked to him. he would always look off 
and he would never answer him, would 
never show whether he heard him or not. 
And so the Sheriff put more and more 
work on him and occasionally struck him. 
June Bug would not even give him the 
satisfaction of showing any reaction when 
the Sheriff hit him and so he took out his 
frustration on me. 

My hate for him grew to such a point I 
could no longer stand for him to come 
near me. let alone touch me. And that 
night. when I refused the sheriff’s atten- 
tion. the storm that had been brewing for 
months was unleashed. He struck me and 
I ran down the stairs screaming. June Bug 
heard my cries in the night from his shack 
out back and came running into the house. 

The Sheriff ordered June Bug out of the 
house as I cowered behind him for safety. 
Enraged. the sheriff grabbed June Bug 
and they tussled and June Bug knocked 
him to his knees. June Bug was a wild man 
and all his pent-up emotions were let loose 
in that fight. He battered the sheriff about 
the room and a blow to the stomach sent 
the fat man crashing into the kitchen. As 
June Bug started for him again. the Sher- 
iff managed to draw his 22-caliber pistol 
from the floor cabinet where he lay. 

The first two bullets he fired into June 
Bug’s stomach failed to halt him, the third 
stopped him in his tracks and the suc- 
ceeding ones backed him back through 
the kitchen, the front room and sprawled 
in the dirt outside. The ninth bullet he 
fired into June Bug’s chest as he stood over 
him as his shredded stomach bathed the 
ground with crimson blood. 

The Sheriff stood over him a minute, his 
smoking pistol emptied. trying to catch 
his breath. He took two steps forward and 
sat facing the house on the kindling block. 
He didn’t see or hear June Bug stir with 
superhuman effort, feel in the dust for the 
ax or rise painfully to his feet. At about 
the same time the wild scream escaped 
the sheriff’s lips. June Bug planted the ax, 
with his remaining streneth, squarely into 


the Sheriff's back and both men topped in 
the dust. 

I ran to June Bug and pillowed his head 
in my lap as the sun was rising. He was 
smiling. “Didn’t I tell you, sis, didn’t I 
tell you one day I’d kill that man. I killed 
him as surely as you'll be the princess you 
always wanted to be. You’re free now, sis. 
you’re free. I want you to take the money 
I got under my pallet in the shack and go 
North. Mother-Dear’s sister. Rheba, the 
one you’re named for, lives there. Will you 
go?” he asked. I couldn’t speak but I 
nodded my head and he understood. 

June Bug’s breath was coming in short 
gasps. He blinked at the sun and said: 
“Tt’s a lovely new day.” Then as his smile 
widened, the old June Bug asked: “Sis. 
did I ever tell you the one about the bald- 
headed turkey?” And as he prepared to 
tell it. he laughed himself into death, and 
for the first time since it all began, his 
face wore a smile of contentment. 

I came to Chicago last August right 
after it happened and I’m expecting old 
Sheriff Rawlins’ baby this May. One of 
the biggest decisions I had to make after 
discovering my pregnancy was whether to 
go on living and have this baby, conceived 
in hate. or to end both our lives. Without 
the understanding and sympathy Aunt 
Rheba and Uncle John gave me. I don’t 
know what horrible sin I might have com- 
mitted. 

But if Aunt Rheba and Uncle John con- 
vinced me that life was worth living, it is 
because I met Roland, and in meeting him. 
have known happiness for the first time in 
my life. 

I met him by accident at night school 
three months after I arrived. I think we 
were attracted to each other by our lone- 
liness. We were both cautious and I sup- 
pose suffering had been written into both 
our faces. It was at the drug store near the 
school one night following classes that I 
first talked to him. I wanted some coffee 
and the only vacant seat I soon discovered 
was next to him. 

After the light of recognition flashed be- 
tween us, we began cautiously to talk 
about ourselves and no sooner than I 
learned he was from Mississippi, the ghost 
of a nightmare came flooding back in the 
bitterness of his words. 

“I was crossing this field.” he was say- 
ing. “and I saw this girl pushing this boy 
against a tree. I heard him tell her he 
didn’t want to get in no trouble. But this 
girl kept insisting. ‘Just this once June 
Bug.’ the white girl was saying, ‘just this 
once.’ Then this boy pushed her down and 
started running toward the road and I 
heard her holler after him: ‘I’Il make you 
sorry you turned me down, June Bug, I'll 
make you sorry.’ 

“Then I got scared and ran away, too. 
I didn’t live there; my home’s in Yazoo 
City and I didn’t want to get in trouble. 
Well, anyway, I started running down the 
road and before long I came upon this boy, 
June Bug, who had pushed the girl down 
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in the road. He was really scared.” 

“You saw I didn’t do nothing to that 
girl,’ he said, ‘now they'll come looking for 
me. It'll be the death of Mother-Dear,’ he 
kept saying. 

“Well anyhow pretty soon this Sheriff 
comes down the road in the car, draws a 
gun on us both, makes us get in the car 
and took us off to jail. 

“He put me in one cell and this June 
Bug in another. But when the white girl 
and her father came, they showed them 
only me. This girl tells the Sheriff I don’t 
exactly look like the one who tried to get 


at her. Well since the girl wasn’t actualh 
attacked they decided to give me 
months anyway for vagrancy.” 

Then when he was freed, he said, he 
came to Chicago just as I did. It’s really 
a small world and Roland has made it g 
wonderful one for me. He knows all abou 
the baby, for which we have both suffered 
and as soon as he saves up enough money 
we plan to be married. 

And when he takes me in his arms, ] 
forget, if only for awhile, that I was the 
slave girl of a Mississippi sheriff. 


THE END 





Reluctant Virgin 
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more experienced woman forgiving in ad- 
vance the ignorance and impetuousness of 
a younger one. As I looked at Mother, I 
wondered if she was trying to tell me some- 
thing. If perhaps, after all, I had not 
known my father because there had not 
been one... 

The sound of a car horn pierced the still- 
ness of the evening. Jimmy was early. 

I slipped into my coat, picked up my 
suitcase and kissed Mother gently on the 
cheek, then hurried to the stairs. I knew 
there would be tears trickling from her 
eyes in another minute. 

But Mother herself had just said that 
nobody could condemn a woman in love. 
And I must have been in love. Why else 
would I be going off with a man to spend 
two days and nights in the uninterrupted 
seclusion of a motel? Yes, we were in 
love. 

We? 1 had exchanged / for we, but did 
it fit? Did Jimmy love me? I could not 
remember him ever saying it in so many 
words. Did he feel that, still being married 
to another woman, he did not have the 
right to tell me he loved me? How, then, 


did he have the right to do this? Was it 
love that would make him tear me froma 
mother who would grieve the rest of her 
life for what her daughter was doing? 
Was it love that made him want to sneak 
away with me to a place where we could 
sign a lie to a register for two days of 
fulfillment of naked desire? Did Jim 

love me so much that he wanted to take 
from me the one thing which every gil 
should offer only the man she marries? 

No. for Jimmy this was not love, but 
only the climax of a game. He would be 
the mouse who got the cheese without be 
ing caught in the trap. And knowing this, 
I could not love him either. Maybe nobody 
could condemn a woman for what she did 
in the name of love, but knowing now 
there was no love involved, I would always 
condemn myself. 

I had reached the front door now. I 
opened it, then sat my suitcase behind it 
as I went out to tell Jimmy I wasn’t going. 
Maybe one day I would go. But when! 
did, it would be for love. My heart would 
know it, and there would be a wedding 
ring on my finger to prove it. THE END 





I Still Want To Get Married 
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trying to prove himself: the right woman 
to travel the rocky roads and quicksand 
paths of success. She has got to be, as I 
have said before, the most understanding 
woman ever born, because she will have to 
understand my full range of friends, who 
are found everywhere from Hollywood 
mansions to Harlem street corners. Night 
clubs are my life and my livelihood. It is 
where I can find the people that I know. 
To expect me to be able to exist outside of 
them except when under the spotlight is 
like expecting a fish to survive out of water. 

But I’m back on the “eligible bachelor” 
list, commanding heavy sugar on the night 
club circuit and keeping that Hollywood 
home of mine open for the woman of the 
house to come along. Still, I may be a 
little more critical now than ever before. 
After all, I’ve been bitten twice. In case 
anybody’s forgotten, there was that “young 
love” fling with Eartha Kitt. And when 
you’ve been through the mill of love with 


an exciting woman like Eartha and a 
gorgeous creature like Cordie, well—you 
sort of wonder, where do you go from 
here? 

Right now, the gossip columnists are 
linking me with Chita Rivera, the West 
Indian girl who appeared with me in Mr. 
Wonderful. Okay, I admit it. They've 
caught me dead to rights. We’re dating. 
But we’re not talking matrimony. The next 
time around on the romantic roller coaster, 
I want to feel certain that everything is 
right. I’ve said it before and [I still be 
lieve it: every man needs a woman wheal” 
he’s on the way up, or when he’s trying 
keep the gains he’s made. 

So, despite being unlucky in love, I'l 
still hoping that one day Ill turn a corne 
or look across a restaurant table or reaclt 
to shake a hand and there will be the gi 
who will turn out to be oh, so wonde 
for me. 
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